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PREFACE. 



The success of some recent biographical works, 
evidently written by unpractised hands, sug- 
gested to me the possibility that my recollections 
of my father might be received with favour by 
the public. The rough draft of the following 
narrative was accordingly drawn up, and sub- 
mitted to my father's friend, Mr. Thomas Moore, 
whom at that time I had never seen, and who, 
in returning it, was so kind as to assure me that 
he had read it with much interest, and con- 
ceived that, with a little correction, it might 
gratify the readers of Mr. Crabbe's Poetical 
Works. I afterwards transmitted it to his friend 
Mr. Rogers, who expressed himself in terms 
equally flattering to an inexperienced writer; 
and who — as, indeed, Mr. Moore had done 
before — gave me the most valuable species of 
assistance I could have received, by indicating 
certain passages that ought to be obliterated. 
Mr. Moore, Mr. CampbeU, Mr. Lockhart, Mrs. 
Joanna Baillie, Mr. Duncan, Mr. Clark, and 
others of my father's friends, have, moreover, 
taken the trouble to draw up brief summaries 
of their personal reminiscences of him, with 
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VIU PREFACE. 

which I have been kindly permitted to ennch 
this humble Memoir. 

The letters and extracts of letters from Sir 
Walter Scott, Mr. Roger Wilbraham, Mr. Can- 
ning, Mrs. Leadbeater, and other eminent 
friends of Mr. Crabbe, now deceased, which are 
introduced in the following pages, have been so 
used with the permission of their representatives; 
and I have to thank the Duke of Rutland, the 
Marquess of Lmsdowne, Earl Grey, Lord Hol- 
land, the Right Hon. J. W. Croker, the Rev. 
Richard Turner, and the other living gentlemen, 
whose correspondence has been as serviceable 
to my labours as it was honourable to my father's 
character, for leave to avail myself of these valu- 
able materials. 

I cannot conclude, without expressing my 
sense of the important assistance which has been 
rendered to me, in finaUy correcting my work 
and arranging it for the press, by a friend high 
in the scale of literary distinction ; who, how- 
ever, does not permit me to mention his name 
on this occasion. On the aid I have received 
from my brother, and another member of my 
own family, it would be impertinent to dwell. 

PcCXLBCBCmCBr JmVMTf 6. 1834. 
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CHAPTER I. 

1754—1775. 



MR. CRABBE's birth, PARENTAGE, AND EARLY EDU- 
CATION. — HIS APPREJ9TICESHIP TO A SURGEON. — 
HIS ATTACHMENT TO MISS ELMY, AFTERWARDS HIS 
WIFE. — PUBLICATION OF " INEBRIETY," A POEM. 

A.S one of the severest calamities of life, the loss 
of our first and dearest friends, can be escaped by 
none whose own days are not prematurely cut short, 
the most pious affection must be contented to pray 
that the affliction may come on us gradually, and 
after we have formed new connections to sustain us, 
and, in part at least, fill up the void. In this view, 
the present writer has every reason to consider with 
humble thankfulness the period and circumstances 
of his father's departure. The growing decline of 
his bodily strength had been perceptible to all 
around him for several years. He himself had long 

VOL. I. B 



2 LIFE OF CRABBE. 

set the example of looking forward with calmness 
to the hour of his dissolution ; and if the firmness 
and resignation of a Christian's death-bed must 
doubly endear his memory to his children, they 
also afford indescribable consolation after the scene 
is closed. At an earlier period, Mr. Crabbe's death 
would have plimged his family in insupportable 
suffering : but when the blow fell, it had many 
alleviations. 

With every softening circumstance, however, a 
considerable interval must pass, before the sons of 
such a parent can bear to dwell on the minor pe 
culiarities of his image and character; — a much 
longer one, ere they can bring themselves to con- 
verse on light and ludicrous incidents connected with 
his memory. The tone of some passages in the 
ensuing narrative may appear at variance with these 
feelings ; and it is therefore necessary for me to state 
here, that the design of drawing up some memoirs 
of my father's life, from his own fireside anecdotes, 
had occurred to me several years ago, and that a 
great part of what I now lay before the public had 
been committed to writing more than a twelvemonth 
before his decease. At the time when I was thus 
occupied, although his health was evidently decaying, 
there was nothing to forbid the hope that he might 
linger for years among us, in the enjoyment of such 
comforts as can smooth the gradual descent of old 
age to the tomb ; and I pleased myself with the fond 
anticipation, that when I should have completed 
my manuscript, he himself might be its first critic, 
and take the trouble to correct it wherever I had 
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Men into any mistakes of importance. But he was 
at last carried off by a violent illness, of short 
duration — and thus ended for ever the most pleas* 
ing dream of my authorship. 

I mention these things to caution the reader 
against construing into unfilial levity certain pas- 
sages of this little work : but, at the same time, I 
(eel that Mr. Crabbe himself would have wished his 
son, if he attempted to write his life at all, to do 
80, as far as might be possible, with the unbiassed 
fairness of one less intimately connected with him. 
To impartiality, certainly, I cannot pretend ; but I 
hope partiality does not necessarily imply misre- 
presentation. I shall endeavour to speak of him 
as his manly and honest mind would have wished 
me to do. I shall place before the reader, not 
only his nobler qualities, but the weaknesses and 
Jifirmities which mingled with them — and of which 
he was more conscious than of the elevation of his 
genius. To trick out an ideal character for the 
public eye, by either the omission or the exagger- 
ation of really characteristic traits, is an ofBce which 
my respect for my father — even if there were no- 
thing else — would render it impossible for me to 
attempt. I am sustained by the belief, that his 
countrymen at large respect his memory too much 
to wish that his history should be turned into 
any thing like a romance, and the hope that they 
will receive with indulgence a faithful narrative, 
even though it should be a homely one. 

I have in vain endeavoured to trace his de- 
scent beyond his grandfather. Various branches 

B 2 



4 LIFE OF CRABBE. 

of the name appear to have been settled, from a 
remote period, in Norfolk, and in different seafar- 
ing places on the coast of Suffolk; and it seems 
probable that the first who assumed it was a fisher- 
man.* A pilot by name Crabbe, of Walton, was 
consulted as a man of remarkable experience, about 
the voyage of Edward the Third, previous to the 
battle of Cressiy. The Crabbes of Norfolk have 
been, for many generations, in the station of farmers, 
or wealthy yeomen; and I doubt whether any of 
the race had ever risen much above this sphere of 
life ; for though there is now in the possession of 
my uncle at Southwold an apparently ancient coat 
of arms, — gulesy three crab-fish or, — how or whence 
it came into the hands of his father we have no trace, 
and therefore I cannot attach much weight to such 
a shadowy token of gende pretensions. 

George Crabbe, the Poet's grandfather, was a 
burgess of Aldborough, who became, in his latter 
days, collector of the customs in that port, but must 
have died in narrow circumstances ; since his son, 
named also George^ and originally educated for 
trade, appears to have been, very early in Hfe, the 
keeper of a parochial school in the porch of the church 
of Orford. From this place he removed to Norton, 

• " I cannot account for the vanity of that one of my ancestors 
who first (being dissatisfied with the four letters which com- 
posed the name of * Crab,' the sour fruit, or * Crab,* the crusty 
fish) added his he by way of disguise. Alas! he gained 
nothing worth his trouble ; but he has brought upon me, his 
descendant after I know not how many generations, a question 
beyond my abilities to answer. "—J/r. Crabbe to Mr. Chantrey, 
Dec. 11. 1822 
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near Loddon, in Norfolk, where he united the 
humble offices of schoolmaster and parish clerk. 
He at length returned to Aldborough, where, after 
acting for many years as warehouse-keeper and 
deputy collector, he rose to be collector of the 
salt-duties, or Salt-master. He was a man of strong 
and vigorous talents, skilful in business of all sorts, 
distinguished in particular for an extraordinary fa- 
culty of calculation ; and, during many years of his 
Hfe, was Hiefactoiumy as the Poet expressed it, of 
Aldborough. Soon after his final settlement in his 
native town, he married a widow of the name of 
Loddock, a woman of the most amiable disposition, 
mild, patient, affectionate, and deeply religious in 
her turn of mind ; and by her he had six chil- 
dren, all of whom, except one girl, lived to mature 
years. 

George Crabbe, the Poet, was the eldest of 
the family ; and was born at Aldborough, on the 
Christmas eve of 1754. * His next brother, Robert, 
was bred to the business of a glazier, and is now 
living in retirement at Southwold. John Crabbe, the 
third son, served for some time in the royal navy, 
and became subsequently the captain of a Liverpool 



* When my grandfather first settled in Aldborough, he lived 
in an old house in that range of buildings which the sea has now 
almost demolished. The chambers projected far over the 
ground-floor; and the windows were small, with diamond 
panes, almost impervious to the light. In this gloomy dwell- 
ing the Poet was bom. The house of which Mr. Bernard 
Barton has published a print as " the birth-place of Crabbe ** 
was inhabited by the family during my father's boyhood. A 
view of it, by Stanfield, forms the vignette to this volume. 

B S 



6 LIFE OF CRABBE. 

slave-ship. Returning from a successful voyage, he 
married the owner's daughter ; and, on his next ex- 
cursion, he perished by an insurrection of the slaves. 
The negroes, having mastered the crew, set the 
whole of them adrift in an open boat ; and neither 
Captain Crabbe nor any of his companions were 
ever again heard of. The fourth brother, William, 
also took to a seafaring life. Being made pri 
soner by the Spaniards, he was carried to Mexico 
where he became a silversmith, married, and pros- 
pered, imtil his increasing riches attracted a charge 
of Protestantism ; the consequence of which was 
much persecution. He at last was obliged to abandon 
Mexico, his property, and his family ; and was dis- 
covered, in the year 1803, by an Aldborough sailor, 
on the coast of Honduras, where again he seems 
to have found some success in business. This 
sailor was the only person he had seen for many a 
year who could tell him any thing of Aldborough 
and his family ; and great was his perplexity when he 
was informed, that his eldest brother, George, was a 
clergyman — the sailor, I dare say, had never him- 
self heard of his being a poet. " This cannot be 
cur George," said the wanderer — "he was a doctor ! " 
This was the first, and it was also the last, tidings 
that ever reached my father of his brother William ; 
and, upon the Aldborough sailor's story of his 
casual intervicTf , it is obvious that the Poet built 
his tale of " The Parting Hour," whose hero, Allen 
Booth, " yielded to the Spanish force," and^- 

— — " no more 



Retum'd exulting to his native shore. 
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ALDBOROUGH. 7 

Like William Crabbe, 

" There, hopeless ever to escape the land, 
Eg to & Spanish maiden gave his hand : 
In cottage sheltered from the blaze of day 
He saw his happy infants round him play, — 
Where summer shadows, made by lofty trees, 
Waved o'er his seat, and soothed his reveries. 

But— 

** * Whilst I was poor,* said Allen, ' none would care 
What my poor notions of religion were ; 
I preach'd no foreign doctrine to my wife. 
And never mention*d Luther in my life ; 
Their forms I follow*d, whether well or sick. 
And was a most obedient Catholick. 
But I had money — and these pastors found 
My notions vague, heretical, unsound.* 

" Alas, poor Allen ! through his wealth were seen 
Crimes that by poverty conceaVd had been : 
Faults that in dusty pictures rest unknown, 
Are in an instant through the varnish shown. 
They spared his forfeit life, but bade him fly ; 
Or for his crime and contumacy die. 
Ply from all scenes, all objects of delight'; 
His wife, his children, weeping in his sight. 
All urging himto flee— he fled, and cursed his flight. 
He next related how he found a way, 
Guideless and grieving, to Campeachy Bay : 
There, in the woods, he wrought, and there among 
Some labouring seamen heard his native tongue : 
Again he heard — he seized an offer'd hand^ 
' And when beheld you last our native land?' 
He cried, < and in what country ? quickly say.' 
The seamen answer'd — strangers all were they^ 
One only at his native port had been ; 
He landing once the quay and church had seen." &c« 

fhe youngest of this family, Mary, became the 

B 4 



8 LIVE OF CRABBE. 

wife of Mr. Sparkes, a builder in her native town, 
where she died in 1827. Another sister, as has 
been mentioned, died in infancy ; and I find among 
my father's papers the following lines, referring to 
the feelings with which, in the darkening evening 
of life, he still recurred to that early distress. 

'* But it was misery stung me in the day 
Death of an infimt sister made his prey ; 
For then first met and moved my early fears 
A father's terrors and a mother's tears. 
Though greater anguish I have since endured. 
Some heal'd in part, some never to be cured. 
Yet was there something in that first-bom ill 
So new, so strange, that memory feels it still.'* MS. 

The second of these couplets has sad truth in 
every word. The fears of the future poet were as 
real as the tears of his mother, and the " terrors?' 
of his father. The Salt-master was a man of 
imperious temper and violent passions; but the 
darker tr^ts of his character had, at this period, 
showed themselves only at rare intervals, and on 
extraordinary occasions. He had been hitherto, 
on the whole, an exemplary husband and father ; 
and was passionately devoted to the little girl, whose 
untimely death drew from him those gloomy and 
savage tokens of misery, which haunted, fifty years 
after, the memory of his gentler son. He was 
a man of short stature, but very robust and pow- 
erful ; and he had a highly, marked countenance, 
QOt unlike in lineaments, as my father used to say, 
to that of Howard the philanthropist ; but stamped 
with the trace of passions which that illustrious man 
either knew not, or had subdued. 
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Aldborough — (or, as it is more correctly written, 
Aldeburgh)— was, in those days, a poor and wretch- 
ed place, with nothing of the elegance and gaiety 
which have since sprung up about it, in conse- 
quence of the resort of watering parties. The town 
les between a low hill or cliff, on which only the old 
church and a few better houses were then situated, 
and the beach of the German Ocean. It consisted 
of two parallel and unpaved streets, running between 
mean and scrambling houses, the abodes of sea- 
faiing men, pilots, and fishers. The range of houses 
nearest to the sea had suffered so much from repeated 
invasions of the waves, that only a few scattered 
tenements appeared erect among the desolation.* 
I have often heard my father describe a tremendous 
spring-tide of, I think, the 1st of January, 1779, 
when eleven houses here were at once demolished ; 
and he saw the breakers dash over the roofs, curl 
round the walls, and crush all to ruin. The beach 
consists of successive ridges — large rolled stones, 
then loose shingle, and, at the fall of the tide, a 
stripe of fine hard sand. Vessels of all sorts, from 
the large heavy troll-boat to the yawl and prame, 
drawn up along the shore — fishermen preparing 
their tackle, or sorting their spoil — and, nearer the 

* " From an accurate plan of the borough, which was taken 
in 1559, it appears that the church was then more than ten 
times its present distance from the shore ; and also that there 
were Denes of some extent, similar to those at Yarmouth, be- 
tween the town and the sea, which have long been swallowed 
up and lost. After very high tides, the remains of wells have 
been frequently discovered below high- water mark." — Ald^ 
borough Described, by the Rev. James Ford, p. 4, 
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gloomy old town-hall (the only indication of mu- 
nicipal dignity) a few groups of mariners, chiefly 
pilots, taking their quick, short walk backwards and 
forwards, every eye watchful of a signal from the 
offing — such was the squalid scene that first opened 
on the author of " The Village." 

Nor was the landscape in the vicinity of a more 
engaging aspect — open commons and sterile farms, 
the soil poor and sandy, the herbage bare and rushy, 
the trees " few and far between," and withered and 
stunted by the bleak breezes of the sea. The open- 
ing picture of " The Village" was copied, in every 
touch, from the scene of the Poet's nativity and 
boyish days : — 

" Lo ! where the heath, with withering brake grown o*er. 
Lends the light turf that warms the neighbouring poor ; 
From thence a length of burning sand appears. 
Where the thin harvest waves its wither*d ears ; 
Rank weeds, that every art and care defy. 
Reign o'er the land, and rob the blighted rye ; 
There thistles spread their prickly arms a&r. 
And to the ragged infants threaten imir.'* 

The " broad river," called the Aid, approaches 
the sea close to Aldborough, within a few hundred 
yards, and then turning abruptly continues to 
run for about ten miles parallel to the beach, —- 
firom which, for the most part, a dreary stripe of 
marsh and waste alone divides it, — until it at length 
finds its embouchure at Orford. The scenery of 
this river has been celebrated as lovely and delight* 
ful) in a poem called << Slaughden Vale," written by 
Mr. James Bird, a friend of my father's; and 
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old Camden talks of << the beautiful vale of Slaugh- 
den." I confess, however, that though I have ever 
found an indescribable charm in the very weeds of the 
.place, I never could perceive its claims to beauty. 
Such as it is, it has furnished Mr. Crabbe with 
many of his happiest and most graphical descrip- 
tions : and the same may be said of the whole line 
of coast from Orford to Dunwich, every feature 
of which has somewhere or other been reproduced 
in his writings. The quay of Slaughden, in par- 
ticular, has been painted with all the minuteness of 
a Dutch landscape : — 

" Here samphire banks and saltwort bound the flood, 
There stakes and sea^ weeds withering on the mud ; 
And higher up a ridge of all things base, 
Which some strong tide has roU'd upon the place. . . . 
Ton is our quay! those smaller hoys from town, 
Its various wares for country use bring down." &c. &c. 

The powerful effect with which Mr. Crabbe has 
depicted the ocean itself, both in its calm and its 
tempestuous aspects, may lead many to infer that, had 
he been bom and educated in a region of mountains 
and forests, he might have represented them also as 
happily as he has done the slimy marshes and 
withered commons of the coast of Suffolk : but it is 
certain that he visited, and even resided in, some of 
the finest parts of our island in after-life, without ap- 
pearing to take much delight in the grander features 
of inland scenery ; and it may be doubted whether, 
imder any circumstances, his mind would ever have 
found much of the excitement of delight elsewhere 
thai) in the study of human beings. And certainly, 
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for one destined to distinction as a portrayer of 
character, few scenes could have been more &- 
vourable than that of his infancy and boyhood. 
He was cradled among the rough sons of the ocean, 
— a daily witness of unbridled passions, and of 
manners remote from the sameness and artificial 
smoothness of polished society. At home, as has 
already been hinted, he was subject to the caprices 
of a stem and imperious, though not unkindly na- 
ture ; and, probably, few whom he could familiarly 
approach but had passed through some of those 
dark domestic tragedies in which his future strength 
was to be exhibited. The common people of Aldbo- 
rough in those days are described as — 



" a wild, amphibious race. 

With sullen woe displayed in eyery face ; 

Who far from civil arts and social fly, 

And scowl at strangers with suspicious eye.** 

Nor, although the family in which he was bom hap* 
pened to be somewhat above the mass in point of 
situation, was the remove so great as to be marked with 
any considerable difference in point of refinement. 
Masculine and robust frames, rude manners, stormy 
passions, laborious days, and, occasionally, boisterous 
nighteof merriment,— among such accompaniments 
was bom and reared the Poet of the Poor. 

His father, at this early period, was still, as I 
have already noticed, on the whole, domestic in his 
habits ; and he used occasionally to read aloud to his 
family in the evenings, passages from Milton, Young, 
or some other of our graver classics, with, as his 
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son thought long, afterwards, remarkable judgment, 
and with powerful effect : but his chosen intellectual 
pursuit was mathematical calculation. He mingled 
with these tastes not a little of the seafaring habits 
and propensities of the place. He possessed a share 
in a fishing-boat, in which he not unfrequently went 
to sea; and he had also a small sailing-boat, in 
which he delighted to navigate the .river. 

The first event which was deeply impressed on my 
Other's memory was a voyage in this vessel. A party 
of amateur sailors was formed — the yacht club of 
Aldborough — to try the new purchase; a jovial 
dinner prepared at Orford, and a merry return an- 
ticipated at night; and his fond mother obtained 
permission for George to be one of the company. 
Soon after sunrise, in a fine summer morning, they 
were seated in their respective vessels, and started 
in gallant trim, tacking and manoeuvring on the 
bosom of the flickering water, as it winds gently 
towards its junction with the sea. The freshness of 
tfae early dawn, the anticipation of amusements at 
an unknown place, and no little exultation in his 
father's crack vessel, << made it," he said, '< a 
morning of exquisite delight ; " and, among the MSS 
▼hich he left, are the following verses on this early 
incident: — 

** Sweet was the morning's breath, the inland tide, 
And our boat gliding, where alone could glide 
Small craft — and they oft touched on either side. 
It was my first-bom joy — I heard them say, 
' Let the child go ; he will enjoy the day ; 
For children ever feel delighted when 
They take their portion and enjoy with men.' 
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« The linnet chirp*d upon the furze as well, 
To my young sense, as sings the nightingale. 
Without was Paradise — because within 
Was a keen relish, without taint of sin.'* 

But it appears that, as in other sublunary pleasures, 
the best part of this day's sport was the anticipa- 
tion of the morning ; for he adds, — 

^—^ ** As the sun declined. 
The good found early I no more could find. 
The men drank much to whet the appetite. 
And, growing heavy, drank to make them light ; 
Then drank to relish joy, then further to excite. 
The lads play'd idly with the helm and oar, 
And nervous women would be set on shore. 
And * civil dudgeon* grew, and peace would smile no more. 
Till on the colder water faintly shone 
The sloping light — the cheerful day was gone. 
In life's advance, events like this I knew, — 
So they advanced, and so they ended too. 
The promised joy, that like this morning rose. 
Broke on the view — then clouded at its close." MS. 

Though bom and brought up almost within the 
washing of the surge, the future Poet had but few 
qualifications for a sailor. The Salt-master often 
took his boys a-fishing with him ; and sorely was his 
patience tried with the awkwardness of the eldest. 
" That boy," he would say, "must be 3. fool. John, 
and Bob, and Will are all of some use about a boat ; 
but what will that thing ever be good for ? " This, 
however, was only the passion of the moment ; for 
Mr. Crabbe perceived early the natural talents of his 
eldest son, and, as that son ever gratefully remem- 
bered, was at more expense with his education than 
his worldly circumstances could well afford. 
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My father was, indeed, in a great measure, self- 
educated. After he could read at all — and he was a 
great favourite with the old dame who taught him — 
he was unwearied in reading; and he devoured 
without restraint whatever came into his hands, but 
especially works of fiction — those little stories and 
ballads about ghosts, witches, and fairies, which 
were then almost exclusively the literature of youth, 
and which, whatever else might be thought of them, 
served, no doubt, to strike out the first sparks of 
imagination in the mind of many a youthful poet. 
Mr. Crabbe retained, to the close of life, a strong 
partiality for marvellous tales of even this humble 
class. In verse he delighted, from the earliest time 
that he could read. His father took in a periodical 
work, called "Martin's Philosophical Magazine," 
which contained, at the end of each number, a sheet 
of " occasional poetry." The Salt-master irreverently 
cut out these sheets when he sent his magazines to be 
bound up at the end of the year ; and the " Poet's 
Comer" became the property of George, who read 
its contents imtil he had most of them by heart. The 
boy ere long tried to imitate the pieces which he thus 
studied ; and one of which, he used to say, particu- 
larly struck his childish fancy by this terrible con- 
eluding couplet, — 

** The boat went down in flames of fire, 
Which made the people all admire." 

Mild, obliging, and the most patient of listeners, 

he was a great favourite with the old dames of the 

place. Like his own " Richard," many a friendly 

'* matron woo'd him, quickly won, 
To fill the station of an absent son.** 
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He admiired the rude prints on their walls, rum- 
maged their shelves for books or ballads, and read 
aloud to those whose eyes had failed them, by the 
winter evening's fireside. Walking one day in the 
street, he chanced to displease a stout lad, who 
doubled his fist to beat him; but another boy in- 
terfered to claim benefit of clergy for the studious 
Greorge. <* You must not meddle with Atm," he 
said ; ^* let him alone, for he ha' got raming." 

His father observed this bookish turn, and though 
he had then no higher view for him in life than that 
he should follow his own example, and be employed 
in some inferior department of the revenue ser- 
vice, he resolved to give George the advantage 
of passing some time in a school at Bungay, on 
the borders of Norfolk, where it was hoped the 
activity of his mind would be disciplined into or- 
derly diligence. I cannot say how soon this re- 
moval from the paternal roof took place; but it 
must have been very early, as the following anec- 
dote will show. The first night he spent at Bungay 
he retired to bed, he said, *' with a heavy heart, 
thinking of his fond, indulgent mother." But the 
morning brought a new misery. The slender and 
delicate child had hitherto been dressed by his 
mother. Seeing the other boys begin to dress 
themselves, poor George, in great confusion, whis- 
pered to his bed-fellow, " Master G , can you 

put on your shirt ? — for — for I 'm afraid I cannot." 

Soon after his arrival he had a very narrow 
escape. He and several of his schoolfellows were 
punished for playing at soldiers, by being put into 
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a lar^ cKog-^keiiDel, koowa kj thei terrible name oi 
**ike \Aack hole." Gpeoi>^ was the first that entered; 
and) tiie fiaee beiag crammed fuU with offenders, 
the atHKNspdtere soon became x>^tilentially close. 
The poor boy in vain shrieked that he was about to 
be suffocated. At lasl^ in despair, he bit the lad 
nezlt to him TsoientLj in the hand. << Crabbe is 
dying — Crabbe is 'dying," roared the sufferer ; and 
the sentinel at length opened the door, and allowed 
the boys to rush out into the air. My ^Either 
said, *^ A minute more, and I must have died.^ 

I am iiAable to -give any more particulars of his 
residence at Bungay. When he was in his eleventh 
or twelfth year^ it having now been determined 
that he shoidd follow the profession of a surgeon, 
he was removed to a school of somewhat superior 
character, kept by Mr« Hiohard Haddon, a skilful 
mathematician, at Stowmarket, in the same county; 
and here, inkmfing his father's talent and pre- 
dilection for mathematical science, he made con- 
siderable progress in such pursuits. The Salt- 
master used often to send difficult questions to Mr. 
Haddon, and, to his great delight,'ihe solution came 
not unfrequently from his son; and, although 
Haddon was neither a Person nor a Parr, his young 
pupil laid, under his care, the foundations of a fair 
classical education also. Some girls used to come to 
the school in the evenings, to learn writing ; and the 
tradition is, that Mr. Crabbe's first essay in verse 
was a stanza of doggrel, cautioning one of these little 
damsels against being too much elevated about a new 
set of -Mue ribands to her straw bonnet. 

VOL. I. c 
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After leaving this school, some time passed before 
a situation as surgeon's apprentice could be found 
for him ; and, by his own confession, he has painted 
the manner in which most of this interval was spent, 
in those beautiful lines of his '< Richard," which 
give, perhaps, as striking a picture of the '^ inquisi- 
tive sympathy " and solitary musings of a youthful 
poet as can elsewhere be pointed out : — 



'' I to the ocean gave 



My mind, and thoughts as restless as the wave. 

Where crowds assembled I was sure to run. 

Hear what was said, and muse on what was done. 

To me the wives of seamen loved to tell 

What storms endangered men esteem'd so well ; 

No ships were wreck'd upon that fSeUal beach 

But I could give the luckless tale of each. 

In fact, I lived for many an idle year 

In fond pursuit of agitations dear : 

For ever seeking, ever pleased to find 

The food I sought, I thought not of its kind* 

'' I loved to walk where none had walk*d before 
About the rocks that ran along the shore ; 
Or far beyond the sight of men to stray, 
And take my ploisure when I lost my way : 
For then *twas mine to trace the hilly heath, 
And all the mossy moor that lies beneath. 
Here had I favourite stations, where I stood 
And heard the murmurs of the ocean-flood. 
With not a sound beside^ except when flew 
Aloft the lapwing, or the grey curlew .... 
When I no more my fancy could employ — • 
I left in haste what I could not ei\joy. 
And was my gentle mother's welcome boy." 

The reader is not to suppose, however, thai all 
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ids hours were spent in this agreeable manner. His 
father employed him in the warehouse on the quay 
of Slaughden, in labours which he abhorred, though 
he in time became tolerably expert in them ; such as 
piling up butter and cheese. He said long after, that 
he remembered with regret the fretfiilness and indig- 
nation wherewith he submitted to these drudgeries, 
ID which the Salt-master himself often shared. At 
length an advertisement, headed "Apprentice want- 
ed," met his father's eye; and George was oflTered, and 
accepted, to fiU the vacant station at Wickham-Brook, 
a small village near Bury St. Edmunds. He leflt his 
home and his indulgent mother, under the care of 
two farmers, who were travelling across the county; 
with whom he parted within about ten miles of the 
residence of his future master, and proceeded, with 
feelings easily imagined in a low-spirited, gentle lad, 
{0 seek a strange, perhaps a severe, home. Fatigue 
also contributed to impart its melancholy ; and the 
reception augmented these feelings to bitterness. 
Just as he reached the door, his master's daughters, 
having eyed him for a few moments, burst into a 
violent fit of laughter, exclaiming, " La I here's our 
new 'prentice." He never forgot the deep mortifica- 
tion of that moment; but justice to the ladies com. 
pels me to mention, that shortly before that period 
he had had his head shaved during some illness, and, 
instead of the ornamental curls that now embellish 
the shorn, he wore, by his own confession, a very 
ill-made scratch-wig. This happened when he was 
in his fourteenth year, in 1768. 
Besides the duties of his profession, " our new 

c 2 
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'prentice" was often employed in the drudgery of 
the farm — for his master had more occupations than 
one — and was made the bed-fellow and companion 
of the plough-boy. How astonished would he kave 
been, when carrying medicines on foot to Chev^ey 
(a village at a considerable distance), conid he have 
foreseen that, in a very few years, he should take his 
daily station in that saime place at a duke's table I 
One day as he mixed witii the herd of lads «t the 
public-house, to see the exhibitions of a conjurer, 
the magician, having w(Nrked many wonders, changed 
a white ball to black, exclaiming •— ^< Quique o/tm 
(zHms erat nunc est eontrarius aJUbo -^ and I suppose 
none of vou can tell me what that means." '< Yes, I 
can," said George. " The d — I you can," replied 
he of the magic wand, eyeing his garb : ^' I suppose 
you picked up your Latin in a turnip ^eld." Not 
daimted by the laughter that followed, he gave the 
interpretation, and received from the seer a cob- 
descending compliment. 

Whether my father complained of the lai^ por- 
tion of agricultural tuition he received gratis, I 
know not; but, not being bound by indenture, 
he was removed, in the year 1771, to a mot« eli- 
gible situation, and concluded his apprenticeship 
witii a Mr. Page, surgeon at Woodbric^e, a market 
town seventeen miles from Aldborough. H«re he 
met with companions suitable to his nnnd and 
habits, and, although he never was fond of his des- 
tined profession, began to apply to it in earnest. I 
have often heard him speak with pleasure of a small 
society of young men, who met at an inn on certain 
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evenings of the week to converse^ over a frugal sup- . 
per» on the subjects which they were severally study- 
ing. One of this rural club was a surgeon of th^ 
name of Levett, with whom he had had some very 
early acquaintance at Aldborough, This friend' was at 
th^ time paying his addresses to a Miss Brereton, who 
afterwards married a Mr. Lewis, and published, under 
the name of Eugenia de Acton, several novels, which 
enjoyed a temporary popularity —^ << Vicissitudes of 
Gente^ Life," ^ " The Microcosm," -^ " A Tale 
vitbout a Title," &c. &c. Miss ^rereton's residence 
vas at Framlingham, and her great friend and com-r 
panion was Miss Sarah Elmy, then domesticated in 
the neighbouring village of Parham, under the roof of 
m uncle, Mr, Tovell. Mr, Levett said carelessly one 
day, <' Why, George, you shall go with me to Parham : 
there is a young lady there that would just suit you.** 
My father accompanied him accordingly on his next 
" lover s journey," was introduced to Miss Brereton 
«Qd her friend, and spent in their society a day which 
4e(Hded his matrimonial lot in life.* 

He was at this time in his eighteenth year, and 
had already excited the attention of his com- 
panions, by his attempts in versification — attempts 

* WilHam Springall Levett died in 1774; and the folio whig 
epitaph, written at the time by Mr. Crftbbe, may be worth 
preserving :— 

** What ! though no trophies peer above his dust. 
Nor sculptured conquests deck his sober bust } 
What ! tiiough no earthly thunders sound his name, 
Death gives him conquest, and our sorrows fame ; 
One sigh reflection heaves, but shuns excess — 
More should we mourn him, did we love him less." 

Qrten*$ Hutoiy qf FramUngham, p. 169L 

c 3 
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to which it may be supposed his love now lent 9 
new impulse, and supplied an inexhaustible theme* 
In an autobiographical sketch, published some 
years ago to accompany a portrait in the New 
Monthly Magazine, he says of himself, ** He had, 
with youthful indiscretion, written for publications 
wherein Damons and Delias begin the correspond 
ence that does not always end there, and where diffi- 
dence is nursed till it becomes presumption. There 
was then a Lady's Magazine, published by Mr. 
Wheble, in which our young candidate wrote for a 
prize on the subject of Hope*, — and he had the 
misfortune to gain it ; in consequence of which he 
felt himself more elevated above the young men, 
his companions, who made no verses, than it is 
to be hoped he has done at any time since, when 
he has been able to compare and judge with a 
more moderate degree of self-approbation. He 
wrote upon every occasion, and without occasion ; 
and, like greater men, and indeed like almost every 
young versifier, he planned tragedies and epic 

* After long search a copy of Wheble's Magazine for 1 773 
has been discovered, and it contains, besides the prize poem on 
Hope, four other pieces, signed " G.C., Woodbridge, Suffolk :** 
" To Mira," " The Atheist reclaimed,** " The Bee,** and « An 
Allegorical Fable." As might be supposed, there is hardly a 
line in any of these productions which I should be justified 
in reprinting. ' I shall, however, preserve the conclusion of the 
prize poem. 

" But, above all, the post owns thy powers— 
Hope leads him on, and every fear devours ; 
He writes, and, unsuccessful, writes again. 
Nor thinks the last laborious work in vain ; 
New schemes he forms, and various plots he tries. 
To win the laurel, and posseu the prizb.** 
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poems, and began to think of succeeding in the 
highest line of composition, before he had made one 
good and commendable effort in the lowest." 

In fact, even before he quitted his first master 
at Wickham-Brook, he had filled a drawer with 
verses ; and I have now a quarto volume before me, 
consisting chiefly of pieces written at Woodbridge, 
among which occur '^ The Judgment of the Muse, 
in the Metre of Spenser," — "Life, a Poem," — "An 
Address to the Muse, in the Manner of Sir Walter 
Raleigh," — an ode or two, in which he evidently 
aims at the style of Cowley, — and a profusion of 
lyrics " To Mira ;" the name under which it pleased 
him to celebrate Sarah Elmy. A parody on Shen- 
stone's " My time, oh ye Muses," opens thus : — 

** My days, oh ye lovers, were happily sped, 
Ere you or your whimsies got into my head ; 
I could laugh, I could sing, I could trifle and jest, 
And my heart play'd a regular tune in my breast. 
But now, lack-a-day ! what a change for the worse, 
*Tis as heavy as lead, yet as wild as a horse. 

'* My fingers, ere love had tormented my mind. 
Could guide my pen gently to what I design'd. 
I could make an enigma, a rebus, or riddle. 
Or tell a short tale of a dog and a fiddly 
But since this vile Cupid has got in my brain, 
I beg of the gods to asdst in my strain. 
And whatever my subject, the fancy still roves. 
And sings of hearts^ raptures, flames, sorrows, and loves.** 

The poet himself says, in "The Parting Hour,"— 

" Minutely trace man's life : year after year^ 
Through all his days^ let all his deeds appear — 

C 4f 
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And then, though some may in that life be sCnmgf^ 
Yet there appears no vast nor sudden change : 
The links that bind those various deeds are seen» 
And no mysterious void is left between : "— 

but, it must be allowed, that we want several links 
to connect the author of '^ The Libraay" with the 
young lover of the above verses, or of 

« THE WISH. 

*< My Mira, shepherds, is as fair 

As sylvan nymphs who haunt the vale, 
As sylphs who dwell in purest air, 

As fays who skim the dusky dale. 
As Venus was when Venm fled 
From watery Triton's oozy bed. 

" My Mira, shepherds, has a voice 

As soft as Syrinx in her grove, 
As sweet as echo makes her choice, 

As mild as whispering virgin-love; 
As gentle as the winding stream, 
Or fancy's song when poets dream." &c &c. 

Before, however, he left Woodbridge, Mr. Crabbe 
not only wrote, but found courage and means (the 
latter I know not how) to print and publish at Ips- 
wicli a short piece, entitled " Inebriety, a Poem," 
— in which, however rude and unfinished as a 
whole, there are some couplets not deficient in point 
and terseness, and not a little to indicate that de- 
votion to the style of Pope, which can be traced 
through all the maturer labours of his pen. The 
parallel passages from the Dunciad and the Essay 
on Man, quoted in the notes, are frequent ; and to 
them he modestly enough alludes in << The Preface," 
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fron which, as an early specimen of his proee> it 
may be worth while to extract a paragraph : — 

''Presumption or meanness are both too often the 
only articles to be discovered in a preface. Whilst one 
andior haughtily affects to despise the public attention^ 
another timidly courts it I would no more beg for 
than disdain applause, and therefore should advance 
nothing in favour of the following little Poem^ did it not 
appear a cruelty and disregard to send a first production 
niied into the world. 

''The World! — how presumptuous, and yet how 
trijQing the sound. Every man, gentle reader, has a 
world of his own, and whether it consists of half a score 
or half a thousand friends, 'tis his, and he loves to boast 
of it. Into my world, therefore, I commit this, my 
Muse's earliest labour, nothing doubting the clemency 
of the climate, nor fearing the partiality of the censo- 
rious. 

" Something by way of apology for this trifle is, per- 

B, necessary; especially for those parts wherein I 
have taken such great liberties with Mr. Pope. That 
gentleman, secure in immortal fame, would forgive me: 
forgive me, too, my friendly critic ; I promise thee, thou 
wilt find ihe extracts from that Swan of Thames the 
best part of the performance.*' 

I may also transcribe a few of the opening 
couplets, in which we have the student of Pope, as 
well as of surgery, and not a few germs of the fu- 
ture Crabbe: — 

*' When Winter stem his gloomy front uprean, 
A sable void the barren earth appears ; 
The mcayds no more their former verdure boast. 
Fast bound their streams, and all their beauty lost* 
The herds, the flocks, in icy garments mourn. 
And wildly murmur for the Spring's return ; 
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Hie fallen branches, from the sapless tree, 
With glittering fragments strow the glassy way ; 
From snow-topp'd hills the whirlwinds keenly blow. 
Howl through the woods, and pierce the vales below , 
Through the sharp air a flaky torrent flies. 
Mocks the slow sight, and hides the gloomy skies; 
The fleecy clouds their chilly bosoms bare, 
And shed their substance on the floating air ; 
The floating air their downy substance glides 
Through springing waters, and prevents their tides ; 
Seizes the rolling waves, and, as a God, 
Charms their swift race, and stops the refluent flood. 
The opening valves, which fill the venal road. 
Then scarcely urge along the sanguine flood. 
Hie labouring pulse a slower motion rules. 
The tendons stiffen, and the spirit cools ; 
Each asks the aid of Nature's sister. Art, 
To cheer the senses, and to warm the heart 
The gentle Fair on nervous tea relies. 
Whilst gay good-nature sparkles in her eyes ; 
An inoBensive scandal fluttering round. 
Too rough to tickle, and too light to wound ; 
C^mpagne the courtier drinks^ the spleen to chate. 
The colonel Burgumfyt f*i*d Port his grace* 

(He was not yet a ducal chaplain.) 

** See Inebriety ! her wand she waves. 
And, lo 1 her pale — and, lo ! her purple slaves. 
Sots in embroidery, and sots in crap^ 
Of every order, station, rank, and shape ; 
The king, who nods upon his ratde-throne, 
Tlie staggoring peer, to midnight revel prone ; 
The slow-tongued bishop, and the deacon sly. 
Hie humble pensioner, and gownsman dry ; 
The proud, the mean, the selfish, and the greats 
Swell the dull throng, and stagger into state. 

*< Lo ! proud Flaminius at the splendid board. 
The easy chaplain of an atheist lord. 
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Qiuaffs the bright juice, with all the gust of sense, 
And clouds his brain in torpid elegance ; 
In China vases, see ! the sparkling ill ; 
From gay decanters view the rosy rill ; 
The neat-canred pipes in silver settle laid ; 
The screw by mathematic cunning made : 
The whole a pompous and enticing scene, 
And grandly glaring for the surpliced swain ; 
Oh, happy priest ! whose God, like Egypt's, lie? 
At once the Deity, and sacrifice." 

He, indeed, seems to be particularly fond of 
" girding at " the cloth, which, in those early and 
thoughtless days, he had never dreamed he himself 
should wear and honour. It is only just to let the 
student of his maturer verses and formed character 
see in what way the careless apprentice could ex- 
press himself, respecting a class of which he could 
then know nothing. 

** The vicar at the table's front presides, 
Whose presence a monastic life derides ; 
Ihe reverend wig, in sideway order placed, 
The reverend band, by rubric stains disgraced. 
The leering eye, in wajrward circles roli'd, 
lAark him the Pastor of a jovial fold ; 
Whose various texts excite a loud applause, 
Favouring the bottle, and the Good Old Cause* 
See the dull smile, which fearfully appears. 
When gross Indecency her front uprears. 
The joy conceal'd the fiercer bums within. 
As masks afford the keenest gust to din : 
Ima^nation helps the reverend sire. 
And spreads the sails of sub-divine desire— 
But when the gay immoral joke goes round. 
When Shame, and all her blushing train are diowii*d« 
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Rather than bear his God blasphemed, he takes 
The last loved glass, and then the board forsakes. 
Not that religion {Hfompts the sober thought. 
But slavish custom has the practice taught : 
Besides, this zealous son oi warm devotion 
Has a true Levite bias for promotion ; 
Vicars must with discretion go astray. 
Whilst bishops may be d— d the nearest way,'* * 

Such, in his twentieth year, was the poetry < 
Crabbe. His Sarah encouraged him, by her a} 
probation of his verses ; and her precept and ei 
ample were of use to him in a minor matter, bi 
still of some importance to a young author. H 
hand-writing had hitherto been feeble and bad ; 
now became manly, clear, and not inelegant. Mil 
Elmy's passion for music induced him also to maL 
some efforts in that direction ; but nature had give 
him a poor ear, and, after many a painful hour spei 
in trying to master *' Grammachree " and ^' Oy< 
the water to Charlie/' he laid aside his flute i 
despair. 

To the period of his residence at Woodbridge, 
suppose, may also be assigned the first growth of 
more lasting passion — that for the study of botany 
which, from early life to his latest years, my fath< 
cultivated with fond zeal, both in books and in tl 
fields. 

* <' Inebriety, a Poem, in three Parts. Ipswich, print* 
and sdid by C Punchard, BookseUer, in the Butter-Markc 
1775. Price one shilUng and sixpence.** 
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CHAPTER n- 
1775_17g0. 

TSBKliriYtON W BftH. CftABBB^ An^ENTlC1!8BIP.«^TlSIT 
TO LONDON. *^ HE SE<rS VP FOR HIMSELF AT ALD- 
BOROUGH — FAILURE OF HIS PLANS THERE. — HE GIVES 
DP HIS BUSINESS, AND PROCEEDS TO LONDON AS A 
IXTERARY -ADVENTtTRER. 

Aaokjt the end of Uie year 1775, when he had 
at lei^th completed Ms term of apprenticeship, 
Mr. Crabbe relumed to Aldborough, hoping to 
fiod t^ means of repairing to the metropolis, 
and there to complete his professional education. 
Hie Sah-master's a^irs, however, were not in such 
order that he could at once gratify his son's in- 
^naticm in this respect ; neither could he afford 
to maintain him at home in idleness; and the 
young ifisan, now accustomed to. far different *pNir- 
soits and habits, was obliged to return to the labours 
<>f the wardioiee on Slaughden quay. His pride 
disdained t^is h<miely employment ; his spirit rose 
against what he com^idered arbitrary conduct : he 
went sullen and angry to his work, and violent quar- 
ry often ensued between him and his father. He 
frequently confessed in after-times that his behaviour 
in this afyir was unjustifiable* and allowed that it 
was ^ <M man's poverty, not his will, that con- 
sented to let him wear aut any more of his days in 
>ttcli ignoble occupation. 
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I must add, however, that, before he returned froB 
Woodbridge, his father's habits had undergone a ver 
unhappy change. In 1774, there was a conteste 
election at Aldborough, and the Whig candidate 
Mr. Charles Long, sought and found a very abl 
and zealous partisan and agent in Mr. Crabb< 
From that period his family dated the loss of domesti 
comfort, a rooted taste for the society of the taven 
and such an increase in the violence of his tempe 
that his meek-spirited wife, now in poor healtl 
dreaded to hear his returning footsteps. If tli 
food prepared for his meal did not please his fanc^ 
he would fling the dishes about the room, and a 
was misery and terror. George was the chief su} 
port of his afflicted mother, — her friend and h< 
physician. He saw that her complaint was dropsica 
and, from the first, anticipated the fatal result whicJ 
after a few years of suffering, ensued. One of h 
favourite employments was to catch some sma 
fish called " buts," the only thing for which si 
could muster a little appetite, for her nightly mea 
He was in all things her dutiful comforter ; and 
may be supposed that, under such circumstance 
he was not sometimes able to judge favourably < 
her husband's conduct, even where there might I 
nothing really blameworthy in it. To him, 1 
acknowledged, his father had always been <<sul 
stantially kind." 

His leisure hours were spent in the study < 
botany, and other branches of natural historj 
and, perhaps, the ill success of " Inebriety " hs 
no small share in withdrawing him, for a time, fro 
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the practice of versification. He appears, indeed^ 
to have had, at this period, every disposition to pur- 
sue his profession with zeal. << The time," he says, 
in the sketch already quoted, '< had come, when he 
was told, and believed, that he had more important 
concerns to engage him than verse ; and therefore, 
for some years, though he occasionally found time 
to write lines upon * Mira's Birthday ' and * Sil- 
via's Lapdog,' though he composed enigmas and 
solved rebuses, he had some degree of forbearance, 
and did not believe that the knowledge of diseases, 
and the sciences of anatomy and physiology, were 
to be acquired by the perusal of Pope s Homer, 
and a Treatise on the Art of Poetry.*' 

His professional studies, in the mean time, conti- 
nued to be interrupted by other things than the com- 
position of trifles for a comer of Wheble's Magazine ; 
and the mortifications he daily underwent may be 
guessed at from the following incident, which he used 
to relate, even in his old age, with deep feeling. One 
of hisWoodbridge acquaintances, now a smart young 
surgeon, came over to Aldborough, on purpose to 
see him : he was directed to the quay of Slaughden, 
and there discovered George Crabbe, piling up but- 
ter-casks, in the dress of a common warehouseman. 
The visitor had the vanity and cruelty to despise 
the honest industry of his friend, and to say to him» 
in a stem, authoritative tone, — " Follow me, sir." 
Geoi^e followed him at a respectful distance, until 
they reached the inn, where he was treated with a 
long and angry lecture, inculcating pride and re- 
bellion. He heard it in sad silence : his spirit 
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was, indeed, subdued, but he refused to take an 
decided step in exposition to Ids parent's will, or r 
ther tlie bard necessities of his case. ** My friende 
said my father, in concluding this story, << had alwa 
an ascendancy over me." I may venture to ad 
that this was the consequence purely of the gent 
warmth of his affections ; for he was at heart 
brave as affectionate. Never was there a mo 
hopeless task than io rule him by intimidation. 

After he had lingered at Aldborou^ for a co 
siderable time, his father made an effort to send hi 
to London, and he embarked in one of the tradia 
doc^ at Slaughden Quay, ostensibly to walk t 
hospitals, and attend medical lectures in customa 
form, but in reality with a purse too slenderly pi 
vided to enable him to do this ; and, in short, wi 
the purpose, as he said, of << picking up a little si 
gical knowledge as cheap as he could.'* He took * 
his quarters in the house of an Aldborough famil 
humble tradespeople, who resided somewhere 
Wiuteohi^el ; and continued there for about eig 
or ten months, until his small resources were € 
hausted, when he returned <mce more to Suffd 
but little, I suspect, the better for the desultory s< 
of instruction that had alone been within his real 
Among other distresses of tiiis time, he had, so 
after he reached London, a narrow escape fit 
being carried before the Lord Mayor as a resi 
rectionist. His landlady, having discovered that 
had a dead child in his closet, for the purpose 
dissection, took it into her head that it was no otl 
than an infiint whom she had had the misfortune 
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lose the week before. ** Dr. Crabbe had dug up 
William ; she was certain he had ; and to the Man- 
non-house he must go." Fortunately, the coun- 
tenance of the child had not yet been touched 
with the knife. The ** doctor " arrived when the 
tamuh 'was at its height, and, opening the closet 
door, at pnce established his innocence of the 
charge. 

On his return to Aldborough, he engaged himself 
as an assistant in the shop of a Mr. Maskill, who 
had lately commenced business there as a sur- 
geon and apothecary,--^ a stem and powerful man. 
Mr. Crabbe, the first time he had occasion to write 
his name, chanced to misspell it Mashwell; and this 
gave great offence. " D — ^n you. Sir," he ex- 
claimed, ^< do you take me for a proficient in de- 
ception? Mask-f// — Mask-«7/; and so you shall 
find me.'* He assumed a despotic authority which 
the assistant could ill brook; and yet, conscious 
how imperfectly he was grounded in the com- 
monest details of the profession, he was obliged to 
submit in silence to a new series of gaUmg vexations. 
Nor was his situation at all improved, when, at the 
end of some miserable months, Mr. Maskill trans- 
ferred his practice to another town, and he was 
encours^ed to set up for himself in Aldborough. 

He dearly loved liberty, and he was now his own 
master; and, above all, he could now more fre- 
quently visit Miss Elmy, at Parham : but the sense 
of a new responsibility pressed sorely and con- 
tinually on his mind ; and he never awoke, without 
shuddering At the thought, that some operation of 
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real difficulty might be thrown in his way before 
night. Ready sharpness of mind and mechanical 
cleverness of hand are the first essentials in a sur- 
geon ; and he wanted them both, and knew his 
deficiencies far better than any one else did. He 
had, moreover, a clever and active opponent in 
the late Mr. Raymond ; and the practice which fell 
to his share was the poorest the place afforded. 
His very passion for botany was injuiious to him ; 
for his ignorant patients, seemg him return from 
his walks with handfuls of weeds, decided that, as 
Dr. Crabbe got his medicines in the ditches, he 
could have little claim for payment. On the other 
hand, he had many poor relations ; and some of 
these, old women, were daily visiters, to request 
<< something comfortable from cousin George ;* that 
is to say, doses of the most expensive tonics in 
his possession. 

*' If once induced these cordial sips to try, 
All feel the ease, and few the danger fly ; 
For while obtain'd, of drams they 've all the force, 
And when denied, then drams are the resource." 

Add to all this, that my poor father was a lover, 
separated from his mistress, and that his heart was 
in the land of imagination — for he had now resumed 
his pen — and it is not wonderful that he soon began 
to despair altogether of succeeding in his profession. 
Yet there was a short period when fortune seemed 
somewhat more favourable to him, even in Aid- 
borough. In the summer of 1778, the Warwickshire 
militia were quartered in the town, and his emolu- 
ments were considerably improved in consequence. 
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He had also the pleasure of finding his society 
greatly estimated by the officers, and formed a very 
strong friendship with one of them, Lieutenant 
Hayward, a highly promising young gentleman, 
who afterwards died in the East Indies. The Colo- 
nel — afterwards the celebrated field-marshal, Con- 
way — took much notice of Mr. Crabbe ; and among 
other marks of his attention, was the gift of some valu- 
able Latin works on the favourite subject of Botany, 
which proved of advantage to him in more ways 
than one : for the possession of them induced him to 
take up more accurately than heretofore the study of 
the language in which they were composed ; and the 
hours he now spent on Hudson's *' Flora Anglica"* 
enabled him to enjoy Horace, and to pass with credit 
through certain examinations of an after-period. 
The winter following, the Warwick militia were, 
replaced by the Norfolk ; and Mr. Crabbe had the 
good fortune to be, for a time, their medical at- 
tendant also, and to profit, as before, by the society 
of educated gentlemen, who appreciated his worth, 
and were interested and pleased with his conversa- 
tion. 
This was a passing gleam of sunshine ; but the 

* In one of his early Note-books he has written : — 

** Ah I Uett be the days wheo with Mira I took 

The learning of Lore 

When we pluck'd the wild blossoms that blush*d in the grass. 
And I taught my dear maid of their species and class ; 
For Conway, the friend of mankind, had decreed 
That Hudson should show us the wealth of the mead." 

Mr. Conway's character is familiar to every reader of his 
cousin Horace Walpole*s Letters. 

D 2 
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chief consolation of afl his distresses at this period^ 
was the knowledge that he had gained a faithful 
and affectionate heart at Parham, and the virtuous 
and manly love which it was his nature to feel, im- 
parted a buoyancy to his spirits in the very midst 
of his troubles. His taste and manners were dif- 
ferent from those of the family with whom Miss 
Elmy resided, and he was at first barely tolerated. 
The uncle, Mr. Tovell, a wealthy yeoman of the 
highest class so denominated, — a class ever jealous 
of the privileges of literature, — would now and then 
growl in the hearing of his guest, — " What good 
does their d — d learning do them ? " By degrees, 
his sterling worth made its due impression : he 
was esteemed, then beloved, by them all ; but still 
he had every now and then to put up with a rough 
sneer about " the d — d learning.*' 

Miss Elmy occasionally visited her mother at 
Becdes ; and here my father found a society more 
adapted to his acquirements. The family had, 
though in apparently humble circumstances, always 
been numbered among the gentry of the place, and 
possessed education and manners that entitled ihem 
to this distinction.* It was in his walks between Aid- 
borough and Beccles that Mr. Crabbe passed through 
the very scenery described in the first part of " The 
Lover's Journey ; '* while near Beccles, in another 
direction, he found the contrast of rich vegetation 

* Miss Elmy's father was now no more. He had been a 
tanner at Beccles, but failed in his business, and went to Gua- 
daloupe, where he died aame time before Mr. Crabbe knew the 
family. 
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introduced in the latter part of that tale ; nor have 
I any doubt thajt the disappointment of the stoiy 
figures out something that, on one of these visits, 
befell himself, and the feelings with which he re- 
ceived it. 

« Gone to a frigid, she tells roe. — I commend 
Her purpose i -*- means she to AjknuUeJrknd9 " &c. 

For truth compels me to say, that he was by no 
means free from the less amiable sign of a strong at- 
tachment — jealousy. The description of this self- 
tormeni, which occurs in the sixth book of *' Tales 
of the Hall," could only have been produced by 
one who had undergone the pain himself; and the 
catastrophe which follows may be considered as a 
vivid representation of his happier hours at Beccles. 
Miss Elmy was then remarkably pretty ; she had a 
lively disposition, and, having generally more than 
her share of attention in a mixed company, her 
behaviour might, without any coquettish inclination, 
occi^on painful surmises in a sensitive lover, who 
cod4 only at intervals join her circle. 

In one of these visits to Beccles, my father was 
in th9 most imminent danger of losing his life. 
Having, on a sultry summer s day^ rowed his Sarah 
to a favourite fishing spot on the river Waveney, 
he left her busy with the rod and line, and with- 
<hre^ to a retired place about a quarter of a mile 
<^} to bathe. Not being a swimmer, nor calcu- 
lating his depth, he plunged at once into danger ; 
for his foot slid on the soft mud towards the centre 
of the stream. He made a rush for the bank, lost 

D 3 
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his footing, and the flood boiled over his head ; 
he struggled, but in vain ; and his own words paint 
his situation : — 

" An undefined sensation stopp'd my breath ; 
Disorder*d views and threat'ning signs of death 
Met in one moment, and a terror gave 
^-^ I cannot paint it — to the moving grave : 
My thoughts were all distressing, hurried, mix'd. 
On all things fixing, not a moment fix'd. 
Brother, I have not — man has not the power 
To paint the horrors of that life-long hour ; 
Hour ! — but of time I knew not — when I found 
Hope, youth, life, love, and all they promised, drown'd.** 

Tales of the Hall 

My father could never clearly remember how he was 
saved. He at last found himself grasping some weeds, 
and by their aid reached the bank. 

Mr. and Mrs. Crabbe, cordially approving their 
son's choice, invited Miss Elmy to pass some time 
beneath their roof at Aldborough ; and my father had 
the satisfaction to witness the kindness with which 
she was treated by both his parents, and the com- 
mencement of a strong attachment between her and 
his sister. During this visit* he was attacked by a 
very dangerous fever; and the attention of his 
affianced wife was unwearied. So much was his 
mind weakened by the violence and pertinacity of 
this disorder, that, on his dawning convalescence, he 
actually cried like a child, because he was consider- 
ately denied the food which his renovated stomach 

* At this period the whole family were still living together. 
Some time after, my father and his sister had separate lodgings, 
at a Mr. Aldrich*s. 
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longed for. I have heard them laugh heartily at 
the tears he shed, because Sarah and his sister 
reused him a lobster on which he had set his affec- 
tions. For a considerable time, he was unable to walk 
upright ; but he was at length enabled to renew, 
with my mother, his favourite rambles — to search 
for fuel on the shore, or to botanise on the heath : 
and again he expresses his own feelings, in the fol- 
lowing passage of " The Borough :" — 

" See ! one relieved from anguish, and to-day 
Allow*d to walk, and look an hour away. 
Two months confined by fever, frenzy, pain, 
He comes abroad, and is himself again. 
He stops, as one unwilling to advance, 
Without another and another glance. . . . 
With what a pure and simple joy he sees 
Those sheep and cattle browsing at their ease ! 
Easy himself, there 's nothing breathes or moves, 
But he would cherish ; —all that lives he loves." 

Oh Miss Elmy's return to Parham, she was seized 
with the same or a kindred disorder, but still more 
violent and alarming; and none of her friends 
expected her recovery. My father was kindly 
invdted to remain in the house. A fearful delirium 
succeeded : all hope appeared irrational ; and then 
it was that he felt the bitterness of losing a fond and 
faithful heart. I remember being greatly affected, 
at a very early period, by hearing him describe the 
feelings with which he went into a small garden her 
uncle had given her, to water her flowers ; intending, 
after her death, to take them to Aldborough, and 
keep them for ever. The disorder at last took a 
favourable turn. 

D 4 
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But a calamity of the severest kind awaited her 
uncle and aunt. Their only child, a fine hale girl 
of fourteen, humoured by her mother, adored 
by her father, was cut off in a few days by an in- 
flammatory sore throat. Her parents were bowed 
down to Hie earth ; so sudden and unexpected was 
the blow. It made a permanent alteration at 
Parham. Mr. ToveU's health declined from that 
period, though he lived many years with a broken 
spirit. Mrs. Tovell, a busy, bustling character, who 
scorned the exhibition of what she termed ^< fine 
feelings," 'became for a time an altered woman, 
and, like Agag, " walked softly." I have heard my 
father describe his astonishment at learning, as 
he rode into the stable-yard, that Miss Tovell was 
dead. It seemed as if it must be a fiction, so essen- 
tial did her life appear to her parents. He said he 
never recollected to have felt any dread equal to 
that of entering the house on this occasion ; for my 
mother might now be considered as, in part at 
least, Mr. Tovell*s heir, and he anticipated the recep- 
tion he should meet with, and well knew what she 
must suffer from the first bitterness of minds too un- 
cultivated to suppress their feelings. He found it 
as painful as he had foreboded. Mr. Tovell was 
seated in his arm-chair, in stem silence; but the 
tears coursed each other over his manly face. His 
wife was weeping violently, her head reclining on 
the table. One or two female friends were there* 
to offer consolation. After a long silence, M.^ 
Tovell observed, — " She is now out of evert/ body 9 
way, poor girl 1 ** One of the females remarked, 
that it was wrong, very wrong, to grieve, because 
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she was gone to a better place. " How do I know 
where she is gone ? " was the bitter reply ; and then 
there was another long silence. 

But, in the course of time^ these gloomy feelings 
subsided. Mr. Crabbe was received as usual, nay, 
with increased kindness; for he had known their 
"dear Jane." But though the hospitality of the 
house was undiminished, and occasionally the sound 
of loud, joyous mirth was heard, yet the master 
was never himself again. 

Whether my father's more frequent visits to Par- 
ham, growing dislike to his profession, or increasing 
attachment to poetical composition, contributed 
most to his ultimate abandonment of medicine, I 
do not profess to tell. I have said, that his spirit 
was buoyed up by the inspiring influence of requited 
affection ; but this necessarily led to other wishes, 
and to them the obstacles appeared insuperable. 
Miss Elmy was too prudent to marry, where there 
seemed to be no chance of a competent livelihood ; 
and he, instead of being in a position to maintain a 
family, could hardly, by labour which he abhorred, 
earn daily bread for himself. He was proud, too ; and, 
though conscious that he had not deserved success in 
his profession, he was abo conscious of possessing 
no ordinary abilities, and brooded with deep morti- 
fication on his failure. Meantime he had perused 
with attention the works of the British poets and of 
his favourite Horace ; and his desk had gradually 
been filled with verses which he justly esteemed 
more worthy of the public eye than " Inebriety." 
He indulged, in short, the dreams of a young poet. 
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** A little time, and he should burst to light, 
And admiration of the world excite ; 
And every friend, now cool and apt to blame 
His fond pursuit, would wonder at his fiime. 
* Fame shall be mine ; ^then wealth shall I possess ;-» 
And beauty next an ardent lover bless.* ** 

The Patron. 

He deliberated often and long, — " resolved and 
re-resolved,*' — and again doubted; but, well aware as 
he was of the hazard he was about to encounter, he 
at last made up his mind. One gloomy day, towards 
the close of the year 1779, he had strolled to a 
bleak and cheerless part of the cliff above Aldbo- 
rough, called "The Marsh Hill," brooding, as he went, 
over the humiliating necessities of his condition, and 
plucking every now and then, I have no doubt, the 
hundredth specimen of some common weed. He 
stopped opposite a shallow, muddy piece of water, as 
desolate and gloomy as his own mind, called the 
Leech-pond, and " it was while I gazed on it," — he 
said to my brother and me, one happy morning, — 
" that I determined to go to London and venture all." 
In one of his early note-books, under the date of 
December 31. 1779, 1 find the following entry. It 
is one upon which I shall offer no comment : — 

'^ A thousand years, most adored Creator, are, in thy 
sight, as one day. So contract, in my sight, my cala- 
mities ! 

" The year of sorrow and care, of poverty and dis- 
grace, of disappointment and wrong, is now passing on 
to join the Eternal. Now, O Lord ! let, I beseech 
thee, my afflictions and prayers be remembered; — let 
my faults and follies be forgotten ! 
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" thou, who art the Fountain of Happiness, give 
me better submission to thy decrees ; better disposition 
to correct my flattering hopes ; better courage to bear 
up under my state of oppression. 

" The year past, O my God ! let it not be to me 
again a torment — the year coming, if it is thy will, be 
it never such. Nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou 
wiJt. Whether I live or whether I die, whether I be 
poor or whether I be prosperous, O my Saviour ! may 
I be thine ! Amen." 

In the autobiographical sketch already quoted, my 
father thus continues his story : — " Mr. Crabbe, after 
as full and perfect a survey of the good and evil 
before him as his prejudices, inclinations, and little 
knowledge of the world enabled him to take, finally 
resolved to abandon his profession. His health was 
not robust, his spirits were not equal ; assistance he 
could expect none, and he was not so sanguine as 
to believe he could do vnthout it. With the best 
verses he could write, and with very little more, he 
quitted the place of his birth ; not vnthout the most 
serious apprehensions of the consequence of such a 
step, — apprehensions which were conquered, and 
barely conquered, by the more certain evil of the 
prospect before him, should he remain where he was. 

"When he thus fled from a gloomy prospect to 
one as uncertain, he had not heard of a youthful ad- 
venturer, whose fate it is probable would, in some 
degree, have affected his spirits, if it had not caused 
an alteration in his purpose. Of Chatterton, his 
extraordinary abilities, his enterprising spirit, his 
writing in periodical publications, his daring pro- 
ject, and his melancholy fate, he had yet learned 
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nothing; otherwise it may be supposed that a 
warning of such a kind would have had no small 
influence upon a mind rather vexed with the present 
than expecting much from the future, and not 
sufficiently happy and at ease to draw consolation 
from vanity — much less from a comparison in 
which vanity would have found no trifling mortifi- 
cation." * 

When his father was at length informed that he 
felt it to be of no use to struggle longer against 
the difficulties of his situation, the old man severely 
reproached him with the expenses the ^eunily had 
incurred, in order to afford him an opening into 
a walk of life higher than their own ; but when 
he, in return, candidly explained how imperfectly 
he. had ever been prepared for the exercise of his 
profession, the Salt-master in part admitted the 
validity of his representation, and no further op- 
posed his resolution. 

But the means of carrying this resolution into 
effect were still to seek. His friends were all as 
poor as himself; and he knew not where to apply for 
assistance. In this dilemma, he at length addressed 
a letter to the late Mr. Dudley North, brother to the 
candidate for Aldborough, requesting the loan of a 

* ** Talking,*' says my brother John, '< of the difficulties of 
his early years, when, with a declining practice, riding from 
one cottage to another, and glad to relieve his mind by fixing 
it on the herbs that grew on the way-side, he often made the 
assertion, which I could never agree to, that it was necessity 
that drove him to be an author ; — and more than once he 
quoted the line — 

* Som<» UL\ BO hard that they rebound again.* ** 
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small sum ; <* and a very extraordinary letter it was," 
said Mr. North to his petitioner some years after- 
wards : << I did not hesitate for a moment.*' 

The sum advanced by Mr. North, in compliance 
with his request, was five pounds j and, after settling 
his affairs at Aldborough, and embarking himself 
and his whole worldly substance on board a sloop at 
Slaughden, to seek his fortune in the Great City, he 
found himself master of a box of clothes, a small 
case of surgical instruments, and three pounds in 
money. During the voyage he lived with the 
tailors of the vessel, and partook of their fare. 

In looking back to the trifling incidents which 
I have related in this chapter, I feel how inade- 
quate is the conception they will convey of feelings 
80 deep and a mind so exuberant. These were the 
only circumstances that I heard him or others men- 
tion relative to that early period; but how different 
would have been the description, had he himself 
recorded the strongest of his early impressions! 
Joining much of his father's violence with a keen 
susceptibility of mortification, his mind must have 
been at times torn by tumultuous passions ; always 
tempered, however, by the exceeding kindness of his 
heart. There can scarcely be a more severe trial tiian 
for one conscieus of general superiority to find himself 
^Q object of contempt, for some real and palpable 
<lefects. With a mind infinitely above his circum- 
stances, he was yet incompetent to his duties, both 
^ talent and knowledge ; and he felt that the 
opinion of the public, in this respect, was but too 
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just. Nor were those the only trials he had to en- 
dure; but the strong and painful feelings to which 
he was subjected in the very outset of life, however 
distressing thefiy were unquestionably favourable to 
his education as a poet, and his moral character as 
a man. 

The following lines, from a manuscript volume, 
appear to have been composed after he had, on this 
occasion, bidden farewell to Miss £lmy : — 

*< The hour arrived ! I sigh*d and said, 
How soon the happiest hours are fled ! 
On wings of down they lately flew, 
But then their moments pass'd with you ; 
And still with you could I but be, 
On downy wings they'd always flee. 

** Say, did you not, the way you went. 
Feel the soft balm of gay content ? 
Say, did you not all pleasures find. 
Of which you left so few behind ? 
I think you did : for well I know 
My parting, prayer would make it so 

** May she, I said, life's choicest goods partake , 
Those, late in life, for nobler still forsake — 
Tlie bliss of one, th* esteem*d of many live. 
With all that Friendship would, and all that Love can give !'* 

I shall conclude this chapter with the stronger 
verses in whieh he, some months after, expressed 
the gloomier side of his feelings on quitting his na- 
tive place — the very verses, he had reason to be- 
lievcy which first satisfied Burke tiiat he was a 
true poet : — 

" Here wand*ring long, amid these frowning fields 
I sought the simple life that Nature yields ; 
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Rapine, and wrong, and fear usurp'd her place. 
And a bold, artful, surly, savage race, 
Who» only skill'd to take the finny tribe. 
The yearly dinner, or septennial bribe, 
Wait on the shore, and, as the waves run high. 
On the tost vessel bend their eager eye, 
Which, to their coast directs its venturous way. 
Theirs or the ocean's miserable prey. 

As on their neighbouring beach yon swallows stand, 
And wait for favouring winds to leave the land. 
While still for flight the ready wing is spread «» 
So waited I the favouring hour, and fled : 
Fled from these shores, where guilt and rapine reign. 
And cried. Ah ! hapless they who still remain, — 
Who still remain to hear the ocean roar. 
Whose greedy waves devour the lessening shore, 
nU some fierce tide, with more imperious sway. 
Sweeps the low hut and all it holds away, 
When the sad tenant weeps from door to door. 
And begs a poor protection from the poor.** 

The Village. 
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CHAPTER m. 
1780. 

MR. CRABBE's difficulties AND DISTRESSES IN LON- 
DON. — PUBLICATION OF HIS POEM, " THE CANDI- 
DATE." — HIS UNSUCCESSFUL APPLICATIONS TO LORD 
NORTH, LORD SHELBURNE, AND OTHER EMINENT IN- 
DIVIDUALS. — HIS " JOURNAL TO MIRA.'* 

Although the chance of his being so successfiil in 
his metropolitan d^btU as to find in his literary ta- 
lents the means of subsistence must have appeared 
slender in the eyes of Mr. Crabbe's Suffolk friends, 
and although he himself was any thing but sanguine 
in his anticipations ; — yet it must be acknowledged, 
that he arrived in London at a time not unfavour- 
able for a new candidate in poetry. The field may 
be said to have lain open before him. The giants 
Swift and Pope had passed away, leaving each in 
his department examples never to be excelled ; but 
the style of each had been so long imitated by infe 
rior persons, that the world was not unlikely to wel- 
come some one who should strike into a newer 
path. The strong and powerful satirist, Churchill, 
the classic Gray, and the inimitable Goldsmith, had 
also departed ; and, more recently still, Chatterton 
had paid the bitter penalty of his imprudence, under 
circumstances which must surely have rather dis- 
posed the patrons of talent to watch the next op- 
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portonity that might offer itself of encouraging 
genius " by poverty depressed." The stupendous 
Johnson, unrivalled in general literature, had, from 
an early period, withdrawn himself from poetry. 
Cowper, destined to fill so large a space in the public 
eye, somewhat later, had not as yet appeared as an 
author^ ; and as for Bums, he was still unknown 
beyond the obscure circle of his fellow-villagers. 
The moment, therefore, might appear favourable for 
Mr. Crabbe's meditated appeal f ; and yet, had he 
foreseen all the sorrows and disappointments which 
awaited him in his new career, it is probable he 
would either have remained in his native place, 
or, if he had gone to London at all, engaged him- 
self to beat the mortar in some dispensary. Happily, 
his hopes ultimately prevailed over his fears : his 
Sarah cheered him by her approbation of his bold 
adventure; and his mind soared and exulted when 
he suddenly felt himself freed from the drudgery 
and anxieties of his hated profession. 
In his own little biographical sketch he says, 

• Cowper's first publication was in 1782, when he was in 
^ fiftieth year of his age. 
t 1 find these lines in one of his note books for 1780 : — 

** When summer*! tribe, her rosy tribe, are fled, 
And drooping beauty mourns her blossoms shed. 
Some humbler swtet may cheer the pensive swain. 
And simpler beauties deck the withering plain. 
And thus when Verse her whit»ry prospect weeps. 
When Pope is gone, and mighty Milton sleeps. 
When Gray in lofty lines has ceased to soar. 
And gentle Goldsmith charms the town no more. 
An humbler Bard the widow*d Muse invites. 
Who led by hope and inclination writes : 
With half their art, he tries the soul to move. 
And swell the softer strain with themes of love.** 
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that, "on relinquishing every hope of rising in hi 
profession, he repaired to the metropolis, and reside* 
in lodgings with a family in the city : for reason 
which he might not himself be able to assign, h 
was afraid of going to the west end of the town 
He was placed, it is true, near to some friends o 
whose kindness he was assured, and was probabl; 
loth to lose that domestic and cheerful society whicj 
he doubly felt in a world of strangers." 

The only acquaintance he had on entering Lon 
don was a Mrs. Burcham, who had been in earh 
youth a friend of Miss Elmy, and who was no^ 
the wife of a linen-draper in Cornhill. This worth] 
woman and her husband received him with cordis 
kindness : they invited him to make their house hi 
home whenever he chose ; and as often as he availec 
himself of this invitation, he was treated with tha 
frank familiarity which cancels the appearance o 
obligation. It might be supposed, that with sue! 
friends to lean upon, he would have been secun 
against actual distress ; but his was, in some points 
a proud spirit : he never disclosed to them the ex« 
tent of his difficulties. Nothing but sheer starv- 
ation could ever have induced him to do so ; anc 
lot even that, as long as there was a poor-house ii 
the land to afford him refuge. All they knew wat 
that h^ had come to town a literary adventurer : but 
thougn .gnorant of the exact nature of his designs, 
as well as of the extreme narrowness of his pecu- 
niary resources, they often warned him of the fate 
of Chatterton — of whose genius and misfortunes, 
as we have seen, he had never heard while he re- 
mained in Suffolk* 
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To be near these friends, he took lodgings close 
to the Exchange, in the house of Mr. Vickery*, a 
hair-dresser, then or soon afterwards of great ce- 
lebrity in his calling ; and on the family's removing 
some months later to Bishopsgate Street, he accom- 
panied them to their new residence. I may mention 
that, so little did he at first foresee the distress in 
which a shilling would be precious, that on taking 
up his quarters at Mr. Vickery's, he equipped him- 
self with a fashionable tie-wig, which must have 
made a considerable hole in his three pounds. 
However, no sooner had he established himself 
here, than he applied, with the utmost diligence, to 
the pursuits for which he had sacrificed every other 
prospect. He had soon transcribed and corrected 
the poetical pieces he had brought with him from 
the country ; and composed two dramas and a va- 
riety of prose essays, in imitation, some of Swift, 
others of Addison ; and he was ere long in com- 
munication with various booksellers with a view to 
publication. " In this lodging," says the poet's 
own sketch, ^^ he passed something more than one 
year, during which his chief study was to improve in 
versification, to read all such books as he could com- 
mand, and to take as full and particular a view of 
mankind, as his time and finances enabled him to do.*' 

While residing in the city he often spent his 
evening at a small cofiee-house near the Exchange, 
where, if prudence allowed only the most frugal 

* Mr. Vickery is still in life, a most respectable octogenarian. 
He laments that his memory retains little of Mr. Crabbe, except 
tliat he was ** a quiet, amiable, genteel young man ; much es- 
Veemed by the family for the regularity of all his conduct*" 

E 2 
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refreshment, he had a more gratifying entertainme 

in the conversation of several young men, most 

them teachers of mathematics, who, in his o^ 

words, '^ met after the studies and labours of i 

day, to commence other studies and labours of 

lighter and more agreeable kind ; and then it wat 

he continues, " that Mr. Grabbe experienced t 

inestimable relief which one mind may adminisi 

to another. He particularly acknowledges his o 

ligations to Mr. Bonnycastle, the" (late) "Mast 

of the Military Academy at Woolwich, for maj 

hours of consdatipn, amusement, and instructiou 

With Mr. Bonnycastle he formed a close ini 

macy and attachment; and those who are a 

quainted with the character of that respect 

man will easily imagine the pleasure and advantaj 

Mr. Crabbe must have derived from his sociel 

To eminence in his own vocation he joined mu 

general knowledge, considerable taste in the fi 

arts*, colloquial talents of a high order, and a wai 

and enlarged heart. Another of this little compa 

was Mr. Isaac Dalby, afterwards professor of matli 

matics in the Military College at Marlow, and ei 

ployed by the Ordnance department on the trigon 

metrical survey of England and Wales ; and a thi 

was the well-known mathematician, Reuben Burro 

originally a merchant's clerk in the City, who su 

• 
* At one time, Mr. Bonnycastle was employed to revise a 
correct a MS. of Cowper ; but he and that poet did not agi 
in their tastes — Mr. Bonnycastle being a staunch advoci 
^or the finish and polish of Pope, while the other had far d 
ii'rent models in higher estimation. 
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sequently rose to high distinction in the service of 
the £ast India Company, and died in 1791, while en- 
gaged in the trigonometrical survey of Bengal. 

These then obscure but eminently gifted and worthy 
men were Mr. Crabbe*s chosen companions, and 
to listen to their instruotive talk was the most re- 
freshing relaxation of his manly and vigorous mind, 
but bodily exercise was not less necessary for a frame 
which, at that period, was any thing but robust^ and 
he often walked with Mr. Bonnycastle, when he went 
to the various sehools in the suburbs, but sliU more fre- 
quently-strolled alone into the country, with a small 
edition of O vid» or Horace^ or CcUuUus^ in his pocket. 
Two or three of these 'little volumes remained in his 
possession in latter clays, and he set a high value on 
them ; for, said' he, '< they were the companions of 
my adversity." Hia favourite haunt was Homsey- 
wood, and theu^e he often renewed his. old occupation 
of searching fqr plants and iiM^ects. On one occasion, 
he had walked- fairther than usuaJL into the country, 
and fek himself too much exhausted to return to 
town. He could not ^ord to give himself any re- 
freshment atapubliO'house, much less to pay for a 
lodging; so he stretched 'himself on a mow of hay, 
beguiled the evening with Tibullus, and, when he 
coold read no longer, slept there till the xnoming. 
Such were his habits and amusements ; nor do I Ix^- 
lieveth^t he ever saw the inside of a theatre,' or of. 
^7 public building, but a church or.chapel) until the 
pressing dif^culties of his situation had been oyer-: 
come. When, many years afterwards, Mr. Bonny^ 
castle was sending his son to London, he strongly' 

8 3 
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enforced upon the young gentleman the early ex- 
ample of his friend, Mr. Crabbe, then enjoying the 
Buccess of his second series of poems. " Crabbe/ 
said he, " never suflTered his attention to be diverted 
for a moment by the novelties with which he was 
surrounded at that trying period ; but gave his whole 
mind to the pursuit by which he was then striving to 
live, and by which he in due time attained to com- 
petence and honour." 

When my father had completed some short 
pieces in verse, he offered them for publication; 
but they were rejected. He says in his sketch, 
"He was not encouraged by the reception which his 
manuscripts experienced from those who are said to 
be not the worst judges of literary composition. He 
was, indeed, assured by a bookseller, who afterwards 
published for him, that he must not suppose that the 
refusal to purchase proceeded from a want of merit 
in the poems. Such, however, was his inference, 
and that thought had the effect which it ought, — he 
took more pains, and tried new subjects. In one 
respect he was unfortunate : while preparing a more 
favourable piece for the inspection of a gentleman 
whom he had then in view, he hazarded the public- 
ation of an anonymous performance, and had the 
satisfaction of hearing, in due time, that something 
(not much, indeed, — but a something was much,) 
would arise from it ; but while he gathered encou- 
ragement, and looked forward to more than mere 
encouragement from this essay, the publisher failed, 
and his hope of profit was as transitory as the fame 
^f his nameless production." 



LONDON. 55 

This production* was "The Candidate, a Poeti- 
cal Epistle to the Authors of the Monthly Review," 
which was published early in 1780, by " H. Payne, 
opposite Marlborough House, Pall Mall ; " a thin 
quarto of 34 pages, and bearing on the title-page a 
motto from Horace: — " Multa quidem nobis faci- 
mus mala saepe poetae," &c. It was a call on the 
attention, not an appeal from the verdict, of those 
whom he considered the most influential critics of the 
time; and it received, accordingly, a very cold and 
brief notice in their number for August ; wherein, 
indeed, nothing is dwelt upon but some incorrectness 
of rhymes, and " that material defect, the want of a 
proper subject." Nor was the Gentleman's Ma- 
gazine more courteous. " If," said Mr. Urban, 
*'the authors addressed agree with us in their 
estimate, they will not give this Candtdate much 
encouragement to stand a poll at Parnassus." 

Whether " The Candidate "did not deserve rather 
a more encouraging reception, the public will soon 
have an opportunity of judging, as this long-for- 
gotten poem, with some other early pieces, will be 
included in the second volume of the present col- 
lection. 

The failure of Mr. Payne plunged the young 
poet into great perplexity. He was absolutely under 
the necessity of seeking some pecuniary aid ; and 
he cast his eyes in succession on several of those 

* There was no name in its title-page : the author, however, 
Mj^d his name : — 

" Our Mira's name in fUture times shall shine, 
And shepherds— though the harshest— envy mine.**— p. 91 

E 4 
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eminent individuals who were then generally con- 
sidered as liberal patrons of literature. Before he 
left Aldborough he had been advised to apply to the 
premier, Lord North ; but he now applied to lum in 
vain. A second application to Lord Shelbume met 
with no better success ; and he often expressed in 
later times the feelings with which he contrasted his 
reception at this nobleman's door, in Berkeley- 
square, in 1780, with the courteous welcome which he 
received at a subsequent period in that same mansion, 
now Lansdowne House. He wrote also several 
times to the Lord Chancellor Thurlow ; but with 
little better fortune. To the first letter, which en- 
closed a copy of verses, his Lordship returned for 
answer a cold polite note, regretting that his avo- 
cations did not leave him leisure to read verses. The 
great talents and discriminating judgment of Thurlow 
made him feel this repulse with double bitterness ; 
and he addressed to his Lordship some strong but 
not disrespectful lines, intimating that, in former 
times, the encouragement of literature had been 
considered as a duty appertaining to the illustrious 
station he held. Of this effusion the Chancellor 
took no notice whatever. 

But I have it in my power to submit to the reader 
some fragments of a Journal which my father kept 
during this distressing period, for the perusal of his 
affianced wife. The manuscript was discovered lately 
in the possession of a sister of my mother's. My 
father had never mentioned the existence of any 
such treasure to his own family. It is headed 
** The Poet's Journal ;" and I now transcribe it ; 
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interweaving, as it proceeds, a few observations, 
vliich occur to me as necessary to make it gene- 
rally intelligible. 

« THE POETS JOURNAL." 

" ' Sunt lachrimae rerum, et mentem mortalia tangunt. 

** * He felt whate*er of sorrows wound the soul, 
Butview*d Misfortune on her fairest side.* 

"April 21, 1780. — I dedicate to you, my dear 
Mira, this Journal, and I hope it will be some 
amusement. God only knows what is to be my 
lot ; but I have, as far as I can, taken your old 
advice, and turned affliction's better part outward, 
and am determined to reap as much consolation 
from my prospects as possible ; so that, whatever 
befalls me, I will endeavour to suppose it has its 
benefits, though I cannot immediately see them. 

" April 24. — Took lodgings at a Mr. Vickery's, 
near the Exchange: rather too expensive, but 
very convenient — and here I, on reflection, 
thought it best to publish, if I could do it with 
advantage, some little piece, before I attempted to 
introduce my principal work. Accordingly, I set 
about a poem, which I called * The Hero, an 
Epistle to Prince William Henry.' " 

[I must here interrupt the Journal for a moment, 
to explain. The " principal work " alluded to in 
the above entry was a prose treatise, entitled, 
" A Plan for the JExamination of our Moral and 
SeUgioiis Optniom/* of which the first rough draft 
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alone has been preserved ; and to which, in one o 
his rhymed epistles to Mira, composed in this sam( 
April, 1780, my father thus alludes : — 

« Of substance I *ve thought, and the varied disputes 
On the nature of man and the notions of brutes ; 
Of systems confuted^ and systems ezplain'd, 
Of science disputed^ and tenets maintained . . 
These, and such speculations on these kind of things, 
Have robb*d my poor Muse of her plume and her wings 
Consumed the phlogiston you used to admire. 
The spirit extracted, extinguish*d the fire ; 
Let out all the ether, so pure and refined, 
And left but a mere caput mortuum behind." 

With respect to the " Epistle to Prince Willian 
Henry " — now King William IV., — I need only re- 
mind the reader that his Royal Highness had re- 
cently been serving with honour under Admira 
Rodney, and was about to return to sea. The Poet 
after many cautions against the flattery of courtiers 
&c. &c., thus concluded his Epistle. I copy fron 
his note-book : — 

<< Who thus aspiring sings ? would*st thou explore ; 
A Bard replies, who ne'er assumed before, — 
One taught in hard affliction's school to bear 
Life's ills, where every lesson costs a tear. 
Who sees from thence, the proper point of view. 
What the wise heed not, and the weak pursue. 
• • • • 

<< And now farewell, the drooping Muse exclaims. 
She lothly leaves thee to the shock of war. 
And, fondly dwelling on her princely tar. 
Wishes the noblest good her Harry's share. 
Without her misery and without her care. 
For, ah ! unknown to the^ a rueful train. 
Her hapless children, sigh, and sigh in vain ; 
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A numerous band, denied the boon to die, 

Half-starved, half-fed by fits of charity. 

Unknown to thee ! and yet, perhaps, thy ear 

Has chanced each sad, amusing tale to hear. 

How some, like Budgell, madly sank for ease*; 

How some, like Savage, sickenM by degrees ; 

How a pale crew, like helpless Otway, shed 

The proud big tear on song-extorted bread ; 

Or knew, like Goldsmith, some would stoop to choose 

Contempt, and for the mortar quit the Muse, f 

" One of this train — and of these wretches one— - 
Slave to the Muses, and to Misery son ^- 
Now prays the Father of all Fates to shed. 
On Henry, laurels ; on his poet, bread ! 

" Unhappy art ! decreed thine owner's curse ; 
Vile diagnostic of consumptive purse ; 
Still shall thy fatal force my soul perplex, 
And every friend, and every brother vex ! 
Each fond companion ! — - No, I thank my God . 
There rests my torment — there is hung the rod. 
To friend, to fame, to family unknown. 
Sour disappointments frown on me alone. 
Who hates my song, and damns the poor design. 
Shall wound no peace — shall grieve no heart but mine ! 

" Pardon, sweet Prince ! the thoughts that will intrude. 
For want is absent, and dejection rude. 

* Eustace Budgell drowned himself in the Thames in 
173$: the miseries of Otway and Savage are familiar to 
*^ery reader. 

t Goldsmith, on his return to England, was so poor that it 
^aswith difficulty he was enabled to reach the metropolis with 
a few halfpence only in his pocket He was an entire stranger, 
*Qd without any reconmiendation. He offered himself to 
i^eral apothecaries, in the character of a journeyman, but had 
^ mortification to find every application without success. At 
length he was admitted into the house of a chemist This ex- 
>iQple was often in my father's thoughts, as the second volume 
<tf this collection will show. 
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Methinks I bear, amid the shouts c^ Fume, 
Each jolly victor hail my Henry's name ; 
And, Heaven foiind that, in that jovial day, 
One British bard should grieve when all are gay. 
No ! let him find his country has redress, 
And bid adieu to every fond distress ; 
Or, touched too near, from joyftil scenes retire, 
Scorn to complain, and with one sigh expire ! *' 

We now return to my father's Journal.] 

^^ April 25. — Reading the * Daily Advertiser* of 
the 22d, I found the following: — < Wanted an 
amanuensis, of granmiatical education, and en- 
dued with a genius capable of making improve- 
ments in the writings of a gentleman not well 
versed in the English language.' Now, Vanity 
naving no doubt of my capacity, I sent ipoin^ediatelv 
the following note to a Mrs. Brooke, CoveAtry- 
street, Haymarket, the person at whose house I 
was to enquire : — * A person, having the advan- 
tage of a grammatical education, and who supposes 
himself endowed with a genius capable of making 
emendations to the writings of any gentleman not 
perfectly acquainted with the English language, 
would be very happy to act as an amanuensis, 
where the confinement was not too rigid, &g.* '* 
An answer was returned verbally, by a portei, 
that the person should call in a day or two. 

* April 27. — Galled on Mrs. Brooke, from whose 
husband or servant in the shop I had the 
intelligence that the gentleman was provided*-^ 
twelve long miles walked away, loss of time, and 
a Utile dis^ppQmtmeAtf thought I : — now for my 
philosophy. Perhaps, then> I reflected> the '^gea- 
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tleman" might not have so rery much of thai 
character as I at first supposed : he might be a 
sharper, and would not, or an author himself, and 
consequently could not, pay me. He might 
have employed me seven hours in a day over law 
or politics, and treated me at night with a Welsh 
rabbit and porter I — It 's all well ; I can at present 
buy porter myself, and am my own amanuensis. 

" N.B. Sent my poem to Dodsley, and required 
him to return it to-morrow if not approved, other- 
wise its author would call upon him. 

^ April 28. — Judging it best to have two strings to 
the bow, and fearing Mr. Dodsley's will snap, 
I have finished another little work, from that 
awkward- titled piece, " The Foes of Mankind ;" 
have run it on to three hundred and fifty lines, 
and given it a still more odd name, '< An Epistle 
from the Devil." To-morrow I hope to tran- 
scribe it fair, and send it by Monday. 

" Mr. Dodsley's reply just received. * Mr. 
Dodsley presents his compliments to the gentle- 
man who favoured him with the enclosed poem, 
which he has returned, as he apprehends the sale 
of it would probably not enable him to give any 
consideration. He does not mean by this to 
insinuate a want of merit in the poem, but rather 
a want of attention in the public' 

" Once more, myMira, I '11 try, and write to Mr. 
Becket : if he fails me ! — I know not how I shall 
ever get sufficient time to go through my prin- 
cipal design ; but I Ve promised to keep up my 
spirits, and I will. God help me ! 
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** April 28. — I thank Heaven my spirits are not j 
all affected by Dodsley's refusal. I have not bee 
able to get the poem ready for Mr. Beeket t( 
day, but will take some pains with it. 

*< I find myself under the disagreeable necessil 
of vending, or pawning, some of my more usele 
articles ; accordingly have put into a paper such { 
cost about two or three guineas, and, being silve 
have not greatly lessened in their value. The coi 
scientious pawnbroker allowed me — "he ^umgi 
he might " — half a guinea for them. I took 
very readily, being determined to call for the: 
very soon, and then, if I afterwards wanted, can 
them to some less voraek>us animal of the kind 

"ifcfayl. — Still in suspense; but still resigne 
I think of sending Mr. Beeket two or three litt 
pieces, large enough for an eighteen-penny pai 
phlet : but, notwithstanding this, to set about tl 
book 1 ehiefly depend upon. My good brokei 
money reduced to five shillings and sixpence, ai 
no immediate prospect of more. I have only 
keep up my spirits as well as I can, and depei 
upon the protection of Providence, which h 
hitherto helped me in worse situations. 

** Let me hope the last day of this month may 1 
a more smiling one than the first. God onlyknoM 
and to Him I readily, and not unresignedly, leave 

** May 3, — Mr. Beeket has just had my copy. I ha^ 
made about four hundred and fifty lines, ai 
entitled them " Poetical Epistles, with a Prefat 
by the learned Martinus Scriblerus.'' I do not ss 



♦< THE poet's journal." 68 

'tis chance whether they take or not ; it is as God 
pleases, whatever wits may say to the contrary. 

<< I this day met an old friend ; poor Morley ! 
— not very clean ; ill, heavy, and dejected. The 
poor fellow has had Fortune's smiles and her 
frowns, and alas, for him I her smiles came first. 
May I hope a happy prognostic from this ' No, 
I do not, cannot, will n-it depend upon Fortune. 

" N. B. The purse a little recruited, by twenty- 
five shillings received for books. Now then, when 
the spirits are tolerable, we *11 pursue our Work, 
and make hay while the sun shines, for it'& 
plaguy apt to be clouded. 

"Jfay 6. — Having nearly finished my plan for one 
volume, I hope by next week to complete it, and 
then try my fortune in earnest. Mr. Becket, not 
yet called upon, has had a pretty long time to de- 
liberate upon my * Epistles.' If they will do, I 
shall continue them; London affording ample 
matter for the smiles as well as frowns of satire. 

<^ Should I have time after my principal business 
is completed, I don't know whether I shall not 
write a Novel; those things used to sell, and 
perhaps will now — but of this hereafter. My 
spirits are marvellously good, considering I'm in 
the middle of the great city, and a stranger, too, 
without money, — but sometimes we have un- 
accountable fears, and at other times unaccount- 
able courage. 

" May 10. — Mr. Becket says just what Mr. Dodsley 
wrote, 't was a very pretty thing, * but, sir, these 
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little pieces the town do not regard : it has merit, 
*~ perhaps some other may.* — It will be offered 
to no other, sir I — "Well, sir, I am obliged to 
you, but,' &c. — and so these little affairs have 
their end. And are you. not disheartened ? My 
dearest Mira, not I ! The wanting a letter from 
you to-day, and the knowing myself to be pos- 
sessed but of sixpence-farthing in the world, are 
much more consequential things. 

" I have got pretty forward in my book, and 
shall soon know its fate ; if bad, these things will 
the better prepare me for it ; if good, the con- 
trasted fortune will be the more agreeable. We 
are helped, I'm persuaded, with spirits in our 
necessities. I did not, nor could, conceive that, 
with a very uncertain prospect before me, a very 
bleak one behind, and a very poor one around me, 
I should be so happy a fellow: I don't think 
there's a man in London worth but fourpence- 
halfpenny — for I've this moment sent seven 
farthings for a pint of porter — who is so resigned 
to his poverty. Hope, Vanity, and the Muse, 
will certainly contribute something towards a 
light heart ; but Love and the god of Love only 
can throw a beam of gladness on a heavy one. 

" I am now debating whether an Ode or a Song 
should have the next place in the collection; 
which being a matter of so great consequence, 
we '11 bid our Mira good night. 

'^May 12. — Perhaps it is the most difficult thing in 
the world to tell how far a man's vanity will run 
away with hb passions. I shall therefore not 
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• 

jadge, at least not determine, how far my poetical 
talents may or may not merit applause. For the 
first time in my life that I recollect, I have 
written three or four stanzas that so far touched 
me in the reading them, as to take off the con- 
sideration that they were things of my own fancy. 
Now, if I ever do succeed, I will take particular 
notice if this passage is remarked ; if not, I shall 
conclude *t was mere self-love, — but if so, 't was 
the strangest, and, at the same time^ strongest 
disguise she ever put on. 

" You shall rarely find the same humour hold 
two days. I 'm dull and heavy, nor can go on 
with my work. The head and heart are like 
children, who, being praised for their good 
behaviour, will overact themselves ; and so is the 
case with me. Oh ! Sally, how I want you I 

"ifoy 16. — O! my dear Mira, how you distress 

■ me : you enquire into my affairs, and love not to 

be demed, — yet you must. To what purpose 

should I tell you the particulars of my gloomy 

situation; that I have parted with my money, 

Bold my wardrobe, pawned my watch, am in 

debt to my landlord, and finally, at some loss how 

"to eat a week longer ? Yet you say, tell me all. 

•Ah, my deair Sally, do not desire it ; you must not 

^et be told these things. Appearance is what 

distresses me : I must have dress, and therefore 

am horribly fearful I shall accompany Fashion 

^th fasting — but a fortnight more will tell me of 

a certainty. 

F 
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ike side it came home, and I ran deploring to mj 
lofU In the dilemma, it occurred to me to turn 
tailor myself; but how to get materials to work 
with puzzled me. At last I went running down in 
a hurry, with three or four sheets of paper in my 
hand, and begged for a needle, &c. to sew them, 
together. This finished my job, and but that it 
is somewhat thicker, the elbow is a good one yet. 

<< These are foolish things, Mira, to write or 
speak, and we may laugh at them; but I'll be 
bound to say they are much more likely to make a 
man cry, where they happen^ — though I was too 
much of a philosopher for that, however not one of 
those who preferred a ragged coat to a whole one. 

*^ On Monday, I hope to finish my book entirely, 
and perhaps send it. God Almighty give it a 
better fate than the trifles tried before I 

<^ Sometimes I think I cannot fail ; and then, 
knowing how often I have thought so of fallible 
things, I am again desponding. Yet, within these 
three or four days, IVe been remarkably high in 
spirits, and now am so, though I Ve somewhat ex- 
hausted them by writing upwards of thirty pages. 

<< I am happy in being in the best family yoa 
could conceive me to have been led to ;^*- people 
of real good character and good nature ; whose 
circumstances are affluent above their station, and 
their manners affable beyond their circumstances. 
Had I taken a lodging at a different kind of house» 
I must have . been greatly distressed ; but now I 
shall, at all events, not be so before 'tis deter- 
mined, one way or other, what I am to expect 
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'^I keep too little of the journal form here, for I 
always think I am writing to you for the even- 
ing's post ; and, according to custom then, shall 
bid my dear Sally good night, and ask her prayers. 

^^May 21. — I give you, my dear Miss Elmy, a short 
abstract of a Sermon, preached this morning by 
my favourite clergyman, at St.Dunstan's. * There 
is nothing particular in it, but had you heard the 
good man, reverend in appearance, and with a 
hollow, slow voice, deliver it — a man who seems 
as if already half way to Heaven, — you would 
have joined with me in wondering people call it dull 
and disagreeable to hear such discourses, and run 
from them to societies where Deists foolishly 
blaspheme, or to pantomimes and farces, where 
men seek to deform the creatures God stamped his 
own image upon. What, I wonder, can Mr. 
Williams f, as a free-thinker, or Mr. Lee Lewis J, 
as a free-speaker, find so entertaining to produce. 



• The Rev. Thomas Winstanley, of Trinity College, Cam<* 
bridge, A. M. was appointed rector of St. Dunstan*s in the 
£ast, in January, 1771 » — succeeding the celebrated Dr.Jortin, 
author of the Life of Erasmus, &c. This eminently r^ 
spectable clergyman died in February, 1789. 

t About this time, David Williams, originally a dissenting 
minister in Glamorganshire, published <* Lectures on the Uni- 
versal Principles of Religion and Morality," " Apology for 
professing the Religion of Nature,*' &c., and attempted to 
establish a congregation, on the avowed principles of deism, 
in Margaret Street^ Cavendish Square : but this last plan soon 
failed. He died in 1816. 

\ Charles Lee Lewis, the celebrated comedian, was at this 
time amusing the town with an evening entertainment of songs 
and lecitadons, in the style of Dibdin. 
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that their congregations so far exceed those 
which grace, and yet disgrace our churches. 



*' Text. — * For many are caUed, but few chosen, 

'^ Observe^ my brethren^ that many are called — so 
many that who can say he is not ? Which of you is not 
called ? Where is the man who neither is, nor will be ? 
such neither is nor will be bom. The call is uniyer- 
sal ; it is not confined to this or that sect or coontry ; 
to this or that class of people : every man shares in this 
blessed invitation — every man is called. Some by 
outward, some by inward means : to some, the happy 
news is proclaimed, to some it is whispered. Some 
have the word preached to their outward ears; some 
have it suggested, inwardly, in their hearts. None are 
omitted in this universal invitation ; none shall say, ' I 
came not, for I was not called.' But take notice- 
when you have well considered the universality of the 
call — pondered it, admired, wondered, been lost in con- 
templation of the bounty ; take notice how it is abused 
— 'Few are chosen.' Few! but that, you will say, is 
in comparison, not in reality; — a sad interpretation! 
degrading whilst it palliates, still it sounds a lesson to 
pride; — still I repeat it, 'Few are chosen.' How 
doubly lessening I — many, yea, all, are called — are 
invited, are entreated, are pressed to the wedding. 
Many, yea, all — but a little remnant, — heed not, loye 
not, obey not the invitation. Many are called to the 
choice of eternal happiness, and yet few will make eter- 
nal happiness their choice. 

''Brethren, what reasons may be assigned for these 
things? For the universality of the call? For the 
limitation of the choice? The reason why all are 
called, is this: that €rod is no respecter of persons. 
Shall any, in the last day, proclaim that the Judge of the 
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whole earth did not right ? Shall any plead a want of 
this call^ as a reason why he came not ? Shall any he 
eternally miserahle^ hecause he was refused the means 
of bdng happy ? No ; not one. All require this 
mercy ; all have this mercy granted them.. From the 
first man to the last^ all are sinners ; from the first man 
to the last^ all are invited to be clean ; for^ as in Adam 
an die^ even so in Christ shall all be made alive. 

^' The reason why many are called^ is^ because the 
mercy of God is not confined^ is unspeakable. The 
reason why so few are chosen^ is^ because man's depra- 
vity is so great^ so extensive. The call is God's ; the 
choice is ours; — that we may be happy^ is his, of his 
goodness ; that we will not, is our own folly : He wills 
not diat a sinner should die in his sins, but, sinners as 
we aie^ we had rather die than part with them. The 
reaacm why few are chosen doth not depend upon him 
who calls^ but upon those who are called. Complain 
not that you want an invitation to heaven, but complain 
diat you want the inclination to obey it. Say not that 
yon cannot go, but that you will not part with the 
objects which prevent your going. 

'^ Again : — To what are we called ? and who are 
those who obey the call ? The last question is to us 
the most important. Those who obey the call are 
such as pay respect to it. Those who accept the in. 
▼itadon are such as go like guests. Those who think 
themselves honoured in the summons will have on their 
wedding garment ; they will put ofi* the filthy robes of 
their own righteousness, and much more will they put 
aside the garments spotted with iniquity. They con- 
sider themselves as cidled to faith, to thanksgiving, to 
justification, to sanctification, and they will, therefore, 
go in the disposition and temper of men desirous of 
these immortal benefits: they know that he who had 
them not — and who, though but one, typifies all the 

F 4 
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with much difficulty in getting the book delivered 
to his Lordship. — 

" — I am now returned from Downing Street, 
Lord North's place of residence. Every thing at 
this time becomes consequential. I plagued myself 
lest I should err in little things — often the causes 
of a person's doing wrong. The direction of the 
letter, and the place to call at, puzzled me; I 
forgot his Lordship's name, and had no Court 
Calendar. See how trifles perplex us I However, 
my book is safely delivered, and I shall call again 
on Wednesday, when I hope to be told some- 
thing. 

*^ I know not how totally to banish hope, and yet 
can't encourage it. What a day will to-morrow 
be to me I a day of dread and expectation. Ah, 
dear Mira, my hopes are flying; I see now my 
attempt in its darkest side — twice, nay, three 
times unsuccessful in a month I have been 
here — once in my application to the person 
advertising, and twice in the refusal of booksellers. 
God help me, my Sally, I have but a cowardly 
heart, yet I bear up as well as I can ; and if I had 
another shilling would get something to-night to 
keep these gloomy thoughts at bay, but I must 
save what I have, in hopes of having a letter to 
pay for to-morrow. How, let me suppose, shall 
I be received? The very worst I can possibly 
guess will be to have my book returned by the 
servant, and no message ; next to this a civil 
refusal. More than these I dare not dwell upon ; 
and yet these alone are uncomfortable things. 



« 



" THE poet's journal." 75 

*' O I what pains do we take, what anxiety do 
we feel, in our pursuit of worldly good — how 
reproachful a comparison does it make to our 
more important business I When was I thus 
solicitous for the truly valuable riches ? O my 
God I forgive a creature who is frailty itself — 
who is lost in his own vileness and littleness : who 
would be happy, and knows not the means. My 
God, direct me I 

May 23. — Here follows, my dearest Sally, a copy 
of my letter. I am in tolerable spirits this morn- 
ing, but my whole night has been spent in waking 
and sleeping visions, in ideas of the coming good 
or evil; names, by the way, we learn early to 
misplace. Sometimes I have dwelt upon all my old 
views and romantic expectations ; have run from 
disappointment to disappointment ; and such as the 
past has been, so, said I, shall be the future. Then 
my vanity has told fairer things, and magnified 
my little talents, till I supposed they must be 
thought worthy of notice. So that from fear to 
flattery, and firom hope to anxiety, I passed a varied 
and unquiet night. To-day I am at least more 

composed, and will give you the letter promised.'* 

* * * * 

[Some leaves are here torn out.] 

* * * ' * 

^ like some poor bark on the rough ocean tost, 
My rudder broken, and my compass lost. 
My sails the coarsest, and too thin to last. 
Pelted by rains, and bare to many a blast. 
My anchor, Hope, scarce fix*d enough to stay 
Where the strong current Grief sweeps all away. 
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I sail along, unknowing how to steer. 
Where quicksands lie and frowning rocks appear. 
Life*s ocean teems witl^foes to my frail bark. 
The rapid sword-fish, and the rav'ning shark. 
Where torpid things crawl forth in splendid shell. 
And knaves and fools and sycophants live wdL 
What have I left in such tempestuous sea ? 
No Tritons shield, no Naiads shelter me ! 
A gloomy Muse, in Mira*s absence, hears 
My plaintive prayer, and sheds consoling t^ars — 
Some fairer prospect, though at distance, brings, 
Soothes me vrith song, and flatters as she amgs. ** 

* * ♦ ♦ 

** June 5. — ^Heaven and its Host Witness to me that 
my soul is conscious of its own demerit. I deserve 
nothing. •! do nothing but what is worthy re- 
proof. I expect nothing from what is nearest in 
my thoughts or actions to virtue. All fall short 
of it ; much, very much, flies from it. . . 

<^ I make no comparison with the childreQ of 
men. It matters not to me who is vile; or who is 
virtuous. What I am is all to me ; and I am no- 
thing but in my dependence. 

" O I Thou, who searchest all hearts, who givest, 
and who hast given, more than I deserve* or can 
deserve — who withholdest punishment, and pro- 
claimest pardon — form my desires, that Thou 
mayest approve them, and approving gratify. 
My present, O I forgive and pity, and as it 
seemeth good to Thee, so be it done unto" me." 

June 6. — I will now, my dearest Mira, give you my 
letter to Lord Shelbume, but cannot recollect an 
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exact copy, as I altered much of it, and I believe, 
in point of expression, for the better. I want not, 
I know, your best wishes ; those and her prayers 
my IV^ra gives me. God will give us peace, my 
love, in his time: pray chiefly that we may ac- 
quiesce in his righteous determinations. 

*^Totke Bight HonounMe the Earl qf Shelbume. 

** Ah ! Shxlburnk, blest with all that's good or great, 
T*adora a rich, or save a sinking state. 
If public Ilia engross not all thy care, 
I^et private Woe assail a patriot's ear, 
Fity confined, but not less warm, impart. 
And unresisted win thy noble heart : 
Nor deem I rob thy soul of Britain's share, 
Because I hope to have some interest there ; 
StUl wilt thou shine on all a fbstering sun. 
Though with more £Eiv*ring beams enlight'ning one,^ 
As Heaven will oft make some more amply blest, 
Yet still in general bounty feeds the rest. 
Oh bear the Virtue thou reverest plead ; 
Shell swell thy breast, and there applaud the deed. 
She bids thy thoughts one hour from greatness stray, 
And leads thee on to fame a shorter way ; 
Where, if no withering laurel's thy reward. 
There's shouting Conscience, and a grateful Bard ; 
A hard untrained in all but misery's school. 
Who never bribed a knave or praised a fool ; — 
'Tis Glory prompts, and as thou read'st attend. 
She dictates pity, and becomes my friend ; 
She Inds each cold and dull reflection flee, 
And yields her Shelbume to distress and me ! — 

** Fozgive^ my Lord, a free, and perhaps, imusual ad- 
dress; misfortune has in it, I hope^ some excuse for pre- 
sumption. Your Lordship will not, cannot, be greatly 
displeased with an unfortunate man, whose wants are 
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the most urgent; who wants a friend to assist him^ 
and bread. 

'* I will not tire your Lordship with a recital of the 
various circumstances which have led to this situation. 
It would be too long a tale ; though there are parts in 
it which^ I will venture to assure your Lordship^ would 
not only a£Eect your compassion^ but^ I hope^ engage 
your approbation. It is too dull a view of the progres. 
sion from pleasing^ though moderate expectation^ to 
unavoidable penury. 

<* Your Lordship will pardon me the relation of a late 
and unsuccessful attempt to become useful to myself and 
the community I live in. Starving as an apothecary^ in 
a little venal borough in Suffolk^ it was there suggested 
to me that Lord Norths the present minister^ was a man 
of that liberal disposition^ that I might hope success from 
a representation of my particular circumstances to him. 
This I have done^ and laid before his Lordship^ I confess 
a dull, but a faithful account of my misfortunes. My 
request had bounds the most moderate. I asked not to 
feed upon the spoils of my country, but by an honest 
diligence and industry to earn the bread I needed. The 
most pressing part of my prayer entreated of his Lord* 
ship his speedy determination, as my little stock of 
money was exhausted, and I was reduced to live in 
misery and on credit. 

<* Why I complain of his Lordship is not that he de- 
nied this, though an humble and moderate petition, but 
for his cruel and unkind delay. My Lord^ you will pardon 
me a resentment expressed in one of the little pieces I 
have taken the liberty of enclosing, when your Lordship 
considers the inhumanity I was treated with : my re- 
peated prayers for my sentence were put off by a delay; 
and at length a lingering refusal, brought me by an 
insolent domestic, determined my suit, and my opinion 
of his Lordship's private virtues. 

^< My Lord^ I now turn to your Lordship, and entreat 
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to be heard. I am ignorant what to ask^ but feel forcibly 
my wants — Patronage and Bread. I have no other 
claim on your Lordship than my necessities, but they 
are great^ imless my Muse^ and she has^ I am afraid^ as 
few charms ; nor is it a time for such to flourish : in 
serener days^ my Lord^ I have produced some poetical 
compositions the public might approve^ and youi Lord- 
ship not disdain to patronise. I would not^ my Lord, 
be vain farther than necessity warrants, and I pray your 
Lordship to pardon me this. May I not hope it will 
occur to you how I may be useful ? My heart is hum- 
bled to all but villainy, and would live, if honestly, in 
any situation. Your lordship has my fortune in your 
power, and I will, with respect and submission, await 
your determination. I am, my Lord, &c. &c." 

" — You see, my dear Mira, to what our situ- 
ation here may reduce us. Yet am I not conscious 
of losing the dignity becoming a man : some respect 
is due to the superiority of station ; and that I will 
alvrays pay, but I cannot flatter or fawn, nor shall 
my humblest request be so presented. If respect 
will not do, adulation shall not ; but I hope it 
will; as I'm sure he must have a poor idea of 
greatness, who delights in a supple knee bending 
to him, or a tongue voluble in paltry praise, 
which conscience says is totally undeserved. One 
of the poetical pieces I sent to Lord Shelbume 
you have no copy of, and I will therefore give it 
you here. 

" An Epistle to a Friend 

** Why, true, tnou say'st the fools at Court denied. 
Growl vengeance, — and then take the other side : 
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The unfed flatterer borrows satire's powes. 
As sweets unshelter**! run to vapid sour. 
But thou, the counsel to my closest thought, 
Beheld*st it ne'er in fulsome stanias wroughL 
The Muse I court ne'er fawn*d on venal souls. 
Whom suppliants angle, and poor praise controla; 
I £ttie, yet unskill'd in all but fancy's dream, 
2>ang to the woods, and Mira was her theme. 
But when she sees a titled nothing stand 
The ready cipher of a trembling land, — 
Not of that simple kind that placed alone 
Are useless, harmless things, and threaten none,—- 
But those which, join*d to figures, well express 
A strengthened tribe that amplify distress. 
Grow in proportion to their number great. 
And help each other in the ranks of state ; — 
When this and more the pensive Muses see. 
They leave the vales and willing nymphs to thee ; 
To Court on wings of agile anger speed. 
And paint to freedom's sons each guileful deed. 
Hence rascals teach the virtues they detest, 
And fright base action from sin's wavering breast* 
For though the knave may scorn the Muse's arts 
Her sting may haply pierce more timid hearts. 
Some, though they wish it, are not steel'd enough 
Nor is each would-be villain consciencevproof. 

* And what, my friend, is left my song besides ? 
No school-day wealth that roll'd in silver tides, 
No dreams of hope that won my early will. 
Nor love, that pun'd In temporary thrill ; 
No gold to deck my pleasure-scom'd abode. 
No friend to whisper peace, — to ^ve me food ; — 
Poor to the World I'd yet not live in vain. 
But show its lordsL their hearts, and my disdain 

*■ Tet shall not Satire all my song engage 
In indiscriminate and idle rage ; 
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True praise, where Virtoe prompts, shall gild each line^ 

And long — if Vanity deceives not'-shinew 

For though in harder strains, the strains of woe, 

And unadom'd, roy heart-felt murmurs flow, 

Yet time shall be when this thine humbled friend 

Shall to more lofty heights his notes extend. 

A Man — for other title wow too poor — ^ 

Such as *twere almost virtue to adore, 

He shall the ill that loads my heart exhale^ 

As the sun vapours from the dew-press'd vale ; 

Himself uninjuring shall new warmth infuse. 

And call to blossom every want-nipp'd Muse. 

Then sludl my grateful strains his ear rejoice. 

His name harmonious thrill'd on Mira's voice ; 

Bound the reviving bays new sweets shall spring. 

And Shxubuank's fame through laughing valleys ring. 



ff 



" Pay me, dear, for this long morning's work, 
"vvith your patience, and, if you can, your appro- 
l>ation. I suppose we shall have nothing more of 
'Ods riot in the city, and I hope now to entertain 
you with better things. God knows, and we will 
l>e happy that it is not the work of accident. Some- 
Oung wOl happen, and perhaps now. Angels 
snide and bless you ! 



me 8. — Yesterday, my own busmess being de- 
cided, I was at Westminster at about three o'clock 
na the afternoon, and saw the members go to the 
Hcmse. The mob stopped many persons, but let 
^ whom I saw pass, excepting Lord Sandwich, 
''^hom they treated roughly, broke his coach win- 
dows, cut his face, and turned him back. A guard 
of horse and foot were immediately sent for, who 

6 
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did no particular service, the mob increasing and 
defeating them. 

<* I left Westminster when all the members, that 
were permitted, had entered the House, and came 
home. In my way I met a resolute band of 
ildle-looking fellows, ragged, dirty, and insolent, 
armed with clubs, going to join their companions. 
I since learned that there were eight or ten of these 
bodies in different parts of the city. 

" About seven o'clock in the evening I went out 
again. At Westminster the mob were few, and 
those quiet, and decent in appearance. I crossed 
St. George's Fields, which were empty, and came 
home again by Blackfriars' Bridge ; and in going 
from thence to the Exchange, you pass the Old 
Bailey; and here it was that I saw the first 
scene of terror and riot ever presented to me. 
The new prison was a very large, strong, and 
beautiful building, having two wings, of which 
you can suppose the extent, when you con- 
sider their use ; besides these, were the keeper's 
(Mr. Akerman's) house, a strong intermediate 
work, and likewise other parts, of which I can give 
you no description. Akerman had in his custody 
four prisoners, taken in the riot ; these the mob 
went to his house and demanded. He begged 
he might send to the sheriff, but this was not 
permitted. How he escaped, or where he is gone, 
I know not ; but just at the time I speak of they 
set fire to his house, broke in, and threw every 
piece of furniture they could find into the street, 
firing them also in an instant. The engines came, 
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but were only suffered to preserve the private 
houses near the prison. 

*' As I was standing near the spot, there ap- 
proached another body of men, I suppose 500, 
and Lord George Gordon in a coach, drawn by 
the mob towards Alderman Bull's, bowing as the 
passed along. He is a lively-looking young man 
in appearance, and nothing more, though just now 
the reigning hero. 

'* By eight o'clock, Akerman*s house was in 
flames. I went close to it, and never saw any 
thing so dreadful. The prison was, as I said, a 
remarkably strong building ; but, determined to 
force it, they broke the gates with crows and 
other instruments, and climbed up the outside of 
the cell part, which joins the two great wings of 
the building, where the felons were confined; 
and I stood where I plainly saw their operations. 
They broke the roof, tore away the rafters, and 
having got ladders they descended. Not Orpheus 
himself had more courage or better luck ; flames 
all around them, and a body of soldiers expected, 
they defied and laughed at all opposition. 

^' The prisoners escaped. I stood and saw about 
twelve women and eight men ascend from their 
confinement to the open air, and they were con- 
ducted through the street in their chains. Three 
of these were to be hanged on Friday. You have 
no conception of the phrensy of the multitude. 
This being done, and Akerman's house now a 
mere shell of brickwork, they kept a store of flame 
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there for other purpoees* It became red-hot^ and 
the doors and windows appeared like the entrance 
to so many volcanoes. With some difficulty they 
then fired the debtor's prison — broke the doorv^^ 
and they, too, all made their escape* 
• *^ Tired of the 4cene, I went home, and returned 
again at eleven o'dhock at night. I met large 
bodie» of horse and foot soldiers coming to guard 
the Bank, and some houses of Roman Catho- 
lics near it. Newgate wae at this time open 
to all ; any one might get in^ and, what was nevei 
the case before j any one might get out* I did 
both ; for the people were now chiefly lookers on. 
The mischief was done, and the doers of it gone 
to another part of the town. 

<^ But I must not omit what struck me most. 
About ten or twelve of the mob getting to the top 
of the debtors' prisoo, whilst it was burning, to 
halloo, they appeared rolled in black smoke mixed 
with sudden bursts of fire — like Milton'a infemals, 
who were as familiar with flame as with each 
other. On comparing notes with my neighbours, 
I find I saw but a small part of the mischief. They 

say Lord Mansfield's house is now in flames*' . , . 

* * # * 

[Some leaves are here torn out] 

* * * * 

** June 1 1. — Sunday.-^ As I'm afraid my ever dearest 
friend, my Mira, has not a preacher so affecting 
as my worthy rector, I shall not scruple to give 
his morning discourse in the way I have abstracted 
^ose before; and I know my dear Sally will 
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ptrioii) vjtt be pleaded with, the trouble I gi¥e 
tier." » * * # 



With a short abstract of a sermon on the text 

" Awake thou that steepest/' which I do not think 

it necessary to transcribe, the ^' Poet's Journal," as 

I have it, abruptly concludes. But my father kept, 

while resident in the city^ another note-book, solely 

for himself, from which I consider it due to his 

memory — in order to complete the reader's impres- 

flbn of hfts character aad conduct at this, the most 

melancholy period «f his life-— to make a very few 

extracts. 

I. 

" gracious Kedeemer ! fill me^ I beseech thee, with 
IHviQe love; let me, my Saviour] s^t my aJBPections 
en thee and things above ; take from me this over-care- 
fulness and anxiety after the affairs of this mortal body, 
and deeply impress coi my thoughts the care of my im- 
mortal soul. Let me love thee, blessed Lord! desire 
thee, and embrace thy cross when it is offered me. Set 
before me the value of etemal happiness^ and the true 
worth of human expectations* 

''0! detach my heart from self.pleasing^ from vanity, 
and all the busy passions ihat draw me from thee. Fix 
it on ihy lo^ ; let it be my joy to contemplate thy 
condescension and diy kindness to man ; may gratitude 
^ my Redeemer wean me from iiacUnatioa £ar his foes ; 
^y it draw me from the objects of the world, the 
<^Kams of the senses, ttad all Uie power and temptation 
^ the Devil and his ai^e]s* 

^'lUmember toe, hovd, at thy table ; behold I desire 
^ l)e with ^lee ; O be thou with rae ! If thou art ab- 
^^% I cannot jeoeive comfort even there ; if thou art 

Q S 
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with me, I cannot miss it. The treasures of eternal life 
are thine ; O Lord ! give me of those treasures ; give 
me a foretaste of thy pleasures^ that I may look more 
indiiSerently upon the earth and its enjoyments. Lord ! 
where are thy old loving-kindnesses? Forgive me, 
most gracious Saviour ; and restore me to thy favour. 

give me the light of thy countenance, and I shall 
he whole. Amen !" 

IL 

^^O, my Lord God, I will plead my cause before 
thee^ let me not be condemned ; behold^ I desire to be 
thine. O^ cast me not away from thee. My sins are 
great, and often repeated. They are a burthen to me, I 
sink under them ; Lord^ save me, or I perish. Hold oat 
thine hand ; my faith trembles ; Lord, save me ere I sink. 

'^ I am afflicted in mind, in body, in estate ; Oh ! be 
thou my refuge ! I look unto thee for help, from 
whence all help cometh ; I cast off all dependence on 
the world or mine own endeavours : thou art my God, 
and I will trust in thee alone. 

^' O Lord Jesus Christ, who didst deliver us from 
darkness and the shadow of death, illuminate, enlighten 
me ; comfort me, O Lord, for I go mourning. O be 
thou with me, and I shall live. Behold, I trust in thee. 
Lord, forsake me not. Amen." 

IIL 

^^ I look back on myself, — myself, an ample field 
of speculation for me. I see there the infant, the child, 
and all the rapid progress of human life ; the swifter 
progress of sin and folly, that came with every new 
day, but did not like the day depart to return no more. 

'^ If I die to-morrow — and it may be my lot — shall 

1 not have cause to wish my death had happened at a 
former period ? at a time when I felt strong hope and 
lively faith ? and what inference will the wish lead me 
to draw, — a wish for stronger hope and livelier faith, an 
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ardent prayer and due repentance ? If not^ my wishes 
will be my torment. Never again to be cheered with 
the comforts of divine grace^ how sad! to be totally for- 
saken of it, how tremendous ! 

*^ But I speak of to^morrow^ why may it not be to. 
day ? why not now ? — this instant^ I ask my heart the 
question^ it may cease to beat. The thunderbolt may 
be spent on my head. The thunderbolt, did I say ? O 
the importance of a worm's destruction ! A little artery 
may burst ; a small vital chord drop its office ; an in. 
visible organ grow dormant in the brain, and all is over — 
all over with the clay, and with the immortal all to come* 
^ Of the ten thousard vital vessels, the minute, in- 
tricate network of tender-framed machinery^ how long 
have they wrought without destroying the machine ! 
How many parts necessary to being, how long held in 
motion ! Our hours are miracles : shall we say that 
mirades cease, when, by beings we are marvellous? 
No, I should not think the sununons wonderful ; nor 
partial, for younger have been summoned ; nor cruel^ 
for I have abused mercy ; nor tyrannical, for I am a 
creature, a vessel in the hands of the potter : neither am 
I without conviction that, if it be better for me to live 
another day, I shall not die this. 

'^ But what of awe, of fear, in such a call ? where 
^ he who then thinks not — if he has permission t6 
^nk — solemnly? God his Judge^ and God his Re- 
^^mer; Terror visible, and Mercy slighted^ are then to 
he heard : — the moment at hand that brings heaven^ 
^ hell ! where is an opiate for the soul that waket 
then? 

"0 thou blessed Lord, who openedst the gate of life^ 
^ me live in true faith^ in holy hope : and let not my 
^d surprise me ! Ten thousand thoughts disturb my 
^1 : be, thou greatest and fairest among ten thousand^ 
"^ he thou with me^ O my Saviour ! Return ! return ^ 
•nd bring me hope ! " 

G 4 
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IV. 

'^ Amid the errors of the best, how shall my soul 
find safety ? Eren by thee, O Lord ! Where it unleU 
tered Hope to cast her anchor? Even in thy Uiesaed 
Oospel ! Serimis examination^ deep hunuUty, earnest 
jnrayer, will obtain certainty. 

'* Grod is good. Christ it our only Mediator and 
Advocate. He sufiered for our sins. By his stripes 
we are healed. As in Adam all die, so in Christ all aze 
made alive. Whoso believelii shall be sared. But 
faith without works is dead. Yet it is the grace of 
God tibat worketh in us. Every good and every perfect 
work oometh from above. Man can do nothing of him. 
aelf ; but Christ is aU in all ; and. Whatsoever things 
ye shall ask in die name of Jesus, shall be granted. 
This is sufficient, dus is plain; I ask no philoso- 
phic researches, no learned definitions ; I want not to 
dispute^ but to be saved. Lord ! save me, or I perish. 
I only know my own vileness ; I only know thy suffi- 
ciency ; these are enough ; witness Heaven and Earth, 
my trust is in God*s mercy, dirou^ Jesns Christ, my 
Idessed Redeems. Amen ! " 

V. 

^* My God, my God, I put my trust in thee ; my 
troubles increase, my soul is dismayed, I am heavy and 
in distress ; all day long I call upon thee : O be thou 
my helper in the needful time of trouble. 

" Why art thou so far from me, O my Lord ? why 
hidest thou thy face ? I am cast down, I am in poverty 
and in affiiction: be ihou with me, O my God ; let me 
not be wholly forsaken, O my Redeemer ! 

'' Behold, I trust in thee, blessed Lord. Guide me, 
and govern me unto the end. O Lord, my salvation, be 
thou ever with me. Amen." 
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CHAPTER IV. 
1781. 

n. CRABBB'S letter to BUBKB, and its CON8B- 
4U8N0BB. — THE PUBLICATION OF ** THE LIBRARY/' — 
HB IS DOMESTICATED AT BEACONSFIELD. — TAKES OR- 
DERS. — IS APPOINTED CURATE AT ALDBOROUGH. 

It is to be regretted that Mr. Crabbe*s Journal does 
iH)t extend over more tiian three months of the mi- 
serable year that he spent in the city. During the 
'^hole of that time he experienced nothing but disap- 
pointments and repulses. His circumstances were 
"^ow, indeed, fearfully critical : absolute want stared 
Wua in the face : a gaol seemed the only immediate 
refuge for his head ; and the best he could hope for 
^^s, dismissing all his dreams of literary distinction, 
"^ &d the means of daily bread in the capacity of a 
^^^ggist's assbtant To borrow, without any pro- 
spect of repaying, was what his honesty shrunk 
'I'oin ; to beg was misery, and promised, moreover, 
^ be fruitless. A spirit less manly and less re- 
^^ious must have sunk altogether under such an 
^^^cumulation of sorrows. 

^Ir. Crabbe made one e&jH more. In his ^* sketch," 
Iwfe flays : " He did not so far mistake as to believe that 
^*^y name can give lasting reputation to an unde- 
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serving work ; but he was fully persuaded, that it 
must be some very meritorious and extraordinary 
performance, such as he had not the vanity to sup- 
pose himself capable of producing, that would be- 
come popular, without the introductory prohat of 
some well-known and distinguished character. Thus 
thinking, and having now his first serious attempt 
nearly completed, afraid of venturing without a guide, 
doubtful whom to select, knowing many by repu. 
tation, none personally — he fixed, impelled by some 
propitious influence, in some happy moment, upon 
Edmund Burke — one of the first of Englishmen, 
and, in the capacity and energy of his mind, one of 
the greatest of human beings." 

The letter which the young poet addressed to 
Burke must have been seen by Mr. Prior, when he 
composed his Life of the great statesman ; but that 
work had been published for nine years before any 
of Mr. Crabbers family were aware that a copy of it 
had been preserved ; nor had they any exact know- 
ledge of the extremity of distress which this remark- 
able letter describes, until the hand that penned it 
was in the grave. It is. as follows : — 



" To Edmund Burke, Esq. 

^' Sir, — I am sensible that I need even your talents to 
apologise for the freedom I now take ; but I have a plea 
which, however simply urged, will, with a mind like 
yours. Sir, procure me pardon : I am one of those out- 
casts on the world, who are without a friend, without 
employment^ and without bread. 
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'' Pardon me a short preface. I bad a partial father, 
who gave me a better education than his broken fortune 
would have allowed ; and a better than Was necessary^ 
as he could give me that only. I was designed for the 
profession of physic; but not having wherewithal to 
complete the requisite studies^ the design but served to 
convince me of a parent's affection^ and the error it had 
occasioned. In April last^ I came to London^ with three 
pounds^ and flattered myself this would be sufficient to 
supply me with the common necessaries of life^ till my 
abihties should procure me more ; of these I had the 
highest opinion^ and a poetical vanity contributed to my 
delusion. I knew little of the worlds and had read books 
only: I wrote^ and fancied perfection in my compositions; 
when I wanted bread they promised me affluence^ and 
soothed me with dreams of reputation^ whilst my appear- 
ance subjected me to contempt. 

" Time^ reflection, and want, have shown me my mis- 
take. I see my trifles in that which I think the true 
light; and, whilst I deem them such^ have yet the 
opinion that holds ihem superior to the common run of 
poetical publications. 

^^ I had some knowledge of the late Mr. Nassau, the 
brother of Lord Rochford ; in consequence of which, I 
asked his Lordship's permission to inscribe my little 
work to him. Knowing it to be free from all political 
allusions and personal abuse^ it was no very material 
point to me to whom it was dedicated. His Lordship 
thought it none to him, and obligingly consented to my 
request. 

^' I was told that a subscription would be the more 
profitable method for me, and therefore endeavoured to 
circulate copies of the endosed Proposals. 

'^ I am afraid. Sir, I disgust you with this very dull 
narration, but believe me punished in the misery that 
occasions it. You will conclude, that, during this time^ 
I must have been at more expense than I could afford ; 



92 Lin OP CRABBC. 

indeed, the SDOst paraimiNiiout could not have «roided it. 
The printer deceived me, and my little busineai has had 
every delay. The peojde ^tfa whom I live peroeife 
my situation, and find me to be indigent and without 
friends. About ten days since, I was compelled to give a 
note for seven poimds, to avoid an arrest for about double 
Chat sum which I owe. I wrote to every Mend I had, 
hut my friends are poor Hkewiae ; the time of payment 
^proached, and I ventured to represent my case to Lord 
Biicfaford. I begged to be credited for this sum till I 
received it of my subscribers, which I bdieve wiU be 
within one month : but to diis letter I had no reply, and 
I have {M^bably offended by my importunity. Having 
used every honest means in vain, I yesterday confessed 
oiy inability, and obtained, with nmeh entreaty, and as 
the greatest &vour, a week's forbearance, when I am 
positively told, that I must pay the money, or prepare 
for a prison. 

'^ Yon will guess the purpose of so long an introductioD. 
I appeal to you. Sir, as a good, and, let me add^ a great 
man. I have no other pretennons to your favour than 
that J am an imhappy one. It is not easy to support 
the thoughts of confinement; and I am coward oiough to 
dread such an end to my suspense. 

''Can you^Sir^inany degree, aid me with propriety?— 
Will you ask any danonstrations of my veracity ? I have 
imposed upon mysdf, but I have been guilty of no other 
imposition. Let me, if possible, interest your compas. 
wm. I know those of rank and fortune are teased with 
frequent petitions, and are compelled to refuse the re. 
quests even of those whom they know to be in distress : 
it is, therefore, with a distant hope I ventured to sdidt 
such favour; but you mil forgive noe. Sir, if you do not 
think proper to relieve. It is impossible (hat sentiments 
like yours can proceed from any but a humane and 
generous heart. 
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^ I will call Upon yao^ Sir^ UKmorrow^ and if Ihave nol 

the happiness i» obtaiii credit with you, I must submi 

to my fate. My existence is a pain to myself, and every 

one near and dear to me are distressed in my distresses. 

My connections, once the source of happiness, now em- 

Mtter the neverse of my fortune, and I hate only t» 

Kope a speedy end to a Me so cmproaiisingly begun : in 

which (though it oog^ not to be boasted of) I can ta^ 

some conscdatton from lodung to the end of it. I am. 

Sir, with the greatest respect, your obedient and most 

humble servant, 

" George Crabbe." 

Mr. Burke was, at this period (1781), engaged 

in the hottest turm<Rb of parliamentary opposition, 

tnd his own pecuniary circumstances were by no 

means very affluent : yet he gave instant attention 

to this letter, and the verses which it enclosed. 

He immediately appointed an hour for my father 

to call upon him at his house in London; and 

the short interview that ensued, entirely, and for 

evei^ changed the nature of his worldly fortunes. 

He was, in the common phrase, " a made man " 

from that hour. He went into Mr. Burke's room, a 

P<H>r young adventurer, spumed by the opulent 

^^ rejected by the publishers, his last shilling 

S^e, and all but his last hope with it : he came out 

^"^tually secure of almost aU the good fortune that, 

"y successive steps, afterwards fdl to his lot — his 

^^Uiua acknowledged by one whose verdict could 

^ot be questioned — his character and manners 

H^iseeiated and approved by a noble and capacious 

^^^ft, whose benevolence knew no limits but its 
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power — that of a giant in intellect, who was, in feel- 
ing, an unsophisticated child — a bright example of 
the close affinity between superlative talents, and the 
warmth of the generous affections. Mr. Crabbe 
had afterwards many other friends, kind, liberal, and 
powerful, who assisted him in his professional 
career ; but it was one hand alone that rescued him 
when he was sinking. In reflecting upon the conse- 
quences of the letter to Burke — ^the happiness, the ex- 
ultation, the inestimable benefits that resulted to my 
father, — ascribing, indeed^ my own existence to tnat 
great and good man's condescension and prompt 
kindness — ^I may be pardoned for dwelling upon that 
interview with feelings of gratitude which I should 
but in vain endeavour to express. 

But sensible as I am of the importance of Mr. 
Burke's interference in my father's behalf, I would 
not imply that there was not ample desert to call it 
forth. Enlarged as was Mr. Burke's benevolence, 
had not the writings which were submitted to his in- 
spection possessed the marks of real genius, the ap- 
plicant would probably have been dismissed with a 
little pecuniary assistance. I must add that, even had 
his poems been evidently meritorious, it is. not to be 
supposed that the author would have at once excited 
the strongest personal interest in such a mind, unless 
he had, during this interview, exhibited the traits of 
a pure and worthy character. Nay, had there ap- 
peared any offensive peculiarities of manner and ad- 
dress — either presumption or meanness — though the 
young poet might have received both kindness and 
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patronage, can any one dream that Mr. Burke would 
have at once taken up his cause with the zeal of 
a friend, domesticated him under his own roof, and 
treated him like a son ? In mentioning his new pro- 
tegiy a few days afterwards, to Reynolds, Burke 
said, <^ He has the mind and feelings of a gentle- 
man." Sir Joshua told this, years later, to my 
grateful father himself. The autobiographical sketch 
thus continues the narrative of this providential turn 
in his affairs: 



'^To Mr. Burke^ the young man, with timidity, indeed, 
but with the strong and buoyant expectation of inexpe. 
rience, submitted a large quantity of miscellaneous com. 
positions^ on a variety of subjects^ which he was soon 
taught to appreciate at their proper value : yet such was 
the feeling and tenderness of his judge^ that in the very act 
of condemnation^ something was found for praise. Mr. 
Crabbe had sometimes the satisfaction of hearings when 
the verses were bad^ that the thoughts deserved better ; 
and that^ if he had the common faults of inexperienced 
writers, he had frequently the merit of thinking for 
himself. Among those compositions, were two poems of 
somewhat a superior kind, — ' The Library ' and ' The 
Village : ' these were selected by Mr. Burke ; and with 
the benefit of his judgment, and the comfort of his en- 
couraging and exhilarating predictions, Mr. Crabbe was 
desired to learn the duty of sitting in judgment upon 
his best efforts, and without mercy rejecting the rest. 
When all was done that his abilities permitted, and 
when Mr. Burke had patiently waited the progress of 
improvement in the man whom he conceived to be capa- 
ble of it, he himself took ' The Library ' to Mr. Dods- 
ley, then of Pall Mall, and gave many lines the advan- 
tage of his own reading and comments. Mr. Dodsley 
listened with all the respect due to the reader of the 
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▼erses^ and all tlie apparent desire to be pleased that 
could be wished by the writer ; and be was as obliging 
in his reply as^ in the very nature of things^ a booksdler 
can be supposed to be towards a young candidate for 
poetical reputation: — ^He had declined the venturing 
upon any thing himself: there was no judging of die 
probability of success. The taste of the town was esu 
oeedingly capricious and uncertain. He paid the greatest 
respect to Mr. Burke's opinion that the verses were good^ 
and he did in part think so himself: but he declined 
the hazard of publication ; yet would do all he could for 
Mr. Crabbe^ and take care that his poem should have 
all the benefit he could give it.' 

" The worthy man was mindful of his engagement : 
he became even solicitous for the success of the vrork ; 
and no doubt its speedy circulation was in some degree 
caused by his exertions. This he did ; and he did more r 
—though by no means insensible of the value of money, 
he gave to the author his profits as a publisher and 
vender of the pamphlet; and Mr. Crabbe has seized 
every occasion which has offered to make acknowledg- 
ment for such disinterested conduct, at a period when it 
was more particularly acceptable and beneficial. The 
success ot * The Library ' gave some lepuiadon to the 
author^ ana was the occasion of his second poem^ ' The 
^^aga.' which was corrected, and <i considerable portion 
of it written, m the nouse of his excellent tnend^ whose 
own activity and energy of mind would not permit a 
young man under his protection to cease from labour, 
and whose judgment directed that labour to its most 
useful attainments. 

" The exertions of this excellent friend in favour of 
a young writer were not confined to one mode of afford- 
ing assistance. Mr. Crabbe was encouraged to lay open 
his views, past and present ; to display whatever reading 
and acquirements he possessed ; to explain the causes of 
his disappointments, and the cloudiness of his prospects ; 
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ffl short, he concealed nothing from s friend so thle to 
guide inexperience^ and bo willing to pardon inadver. 
tency. He was invited to Beaconsfield^ the seat of 
his protector^ and was there placed in a convenient 
apartment^ supplied with hooks for his information and 
amusement^ and made a memher of a family whom it 
was honour as well as pleasure to hecome in any degree 
associated with. If Mr. Crahhe^ noticed hy such a man^ 
and received into such a family^ should have given way 
to some emotions of vanity, and supposed there must 
have been merit on one part, as well as benevolence on 
the other, he has no sHght plea to offer for his frailty, — 
especially as we conceive it may be added, that his 
vanity never at any time extinguished any portion of 
his gratitude ; and that it has ever been his delight to 
think, as well as his pride to speak, of Mr. Buiice as his 
father^ guide^ and friend ; nor did that gentleman ever 
disallow the name ito which his conduct gave sanction 
and propriety." 

It was in the course of one of their walks amidst 
the classical shades of Beaconsfield, that Burke, after 
some converiition on general literature, suggested 
hy a passage of the Georgics, which he had hap- 
pened to quote on observing something that was 
going on in his favourite farm, passed to a more 
nunute enquiry into my father^s early days in Suf- 
folk than he had before made, and drew from 
him the avowal, that, with respect to future affairs, 
he felt a strong partiality for the chu^'ch. " It is 
niost fortunate," said Mr. Burke, " that your father 
exerted himself to send you to that second school : 
without a little Latin we should have made nothing 
^f you ; now, I think we shall succeed." The fund 
^f general ki^owledge which my father gradually 

VOL, I. H 
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showed in these rambles, much surprised his patron 
" Mr. Crabbe," he said early to Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds, ** appears to know something of every thing." 
Burke himself was a strong advocate for storing 
the mind with multiform knowledge, rather than 
confining it to one narrow line of study; and he 
often remarked, that there was no profession in 
which diversity of information was more useful, and 
indeed, necessary, than that of a clergyman. Having 
gone through the form — for it was surely little mow 
— of making proper enquiries as to the impression 
left of Mr. Crabbers character in his native place,— 
Mr. Burke, though well aware of the difficulties oi 
obtaining holy orders for any person not regularl^f 
educated, exerted himself to procure the assent, 
in this instance, of Dr. Yonge, the then Bishop 
of Norwich ; and in this, backed by the favourable 
representations of Mr. Dudley North and Mr 
Charles Long, he was eventually successful. 

Meantime, nothing could be mors cordial than 
the kindness with which my father was unifonnly 
treated at Beaconsfield. Let no one say that am- 
bition chills the heart to other feelings. This obscure 
young writer could contribute in nothing to the 
reputation of a statesman and orator, at the veiy 
apex of influence and renown ; yet never had he 
been so aflectionately received as when, a pennylesa 
dependant, he first entered the hall of that beautiful 
mansion ; and, during the whole of his stay, he was 
cheered by a constancy of kind and polite attention, 
such as I fear to describe, lest I should be suspected 
of fond exaggeration. As a trivial specimen of the 
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eonduct of the lady of the house, I may mention, 
that, one day, some company of rank that had been 
eipected to dinner did not arrive, and the servants, 
in consequence, reserved for next day some costly 
diflh that had been ordered. Mrs. Burke happened to 
isk for it; and the butler sa3ring, '< It had been kept 
back, as the company did not come" — she an- 
sireied, " What I is not Mr. Crabbe here ? let it be 
brought up immediately." It is not always that 
ladies ent^r so warmly into the feelings of their 
husbands on occasions of this sort. Mrs. Burke 
and her niece were afterwards indefatigable in pro- 
moting the sale of " The Library,'* both by letters 
and by personal application. 

My father was introduced, while under this happy 
loof, to Mr. Fox, Sir Joshua Reynolds, and many 
odiers of Mr. Burke's distinguished friends, who, 
like himself, encouraged the young adventurer with 
approbation ; and for Sir Joshua, in particular, he 
conceived a warm and grateful attachment, which 
subsequent experience only confirmed. When Mr. 
Burke's family returned to London for the winter, 
my &ther accompanied them; and, it being inconve- 
nient for them to afford him an apartment at that 
tiine in their town house, he took lodgings in its 
neighbourhood. He, however, continued to dine 
commonly at Mr. Burke's table, and was introduced 
by him to several of the clubs of which he was a 
member, and gradually, I believe, to all those of his 
^i^ds who took any interest in literature. But it. 
^^ at Sir Joshua's table that he first had the honour 
: ^meeting Dr. Johnson ; and I much regret that so 
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little is in my power to tell of their intercouTB 
My father, however, said, that, at this first interview 
he was particularly unfortunate : making some tril 
remark, or hazarding some injudicious question, 1 
brought on himself a specimen of that castigatic 
which the great literary bashaw was commonly « 
ready to administer. He remembered with ha 
comic terror the Doctors growl; but this did n< 
diminish Mr. Crabbe's respect and veneration for ti: 
Doctor, nor did his mal-d-proposy on the other han< 
prevent Johnson from giving him a most courteoi 
reception, when, at Burke's suggestion, he son 
days afterwards called on him iu Bolt Court. He the 
expressed no little interest in his visiter's succesi 
and proved his sincerity by the attention wil 
which he subsequently read and revised " The Vi 
lage." Had I contemplated this narrative somewh: 
earlier, and led my father, with a view to it, to coi 
verse on the great men he met with at this time < 
his life, I might, no doubt, have obtained son 
curious information. But, in truth, he had neith« 
the turn, nor much of the talent for the retention < 
conversations ; and even what he did remember, 1 
was not always disposed to communicate. Or 
maxim of Johnson's, however, had made a strong in 
pression on him : " Never fear putting the stronge 
and best things you can think of into the mout 
of your speaker, whatever may be his condition.'** 
When " The Library " was published, the opinic 
of Burke had its effect upon the conductors of tl 



• I owe this to the recollectipn of my father's friend, Mii 
Hoare, of Hampstead. 
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various periodical works of the time; the poet 
received commendatory critiques from the very gen- 
tlemen who had hitherto treated him with such con- 
temptuous coldness ; and though his name was not 
i& the title-page, it was universally known. 

Burke rejoiced in the success of his protig4; 
but, promising as the young author's prospects now 
appeared to be, the profits of so small a poem could 
not have been considerable ; and his being accustomed 
to appear at such tables as those of Mr. Burke and 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, implied a certain degree of 
expense in articles of dress, so that, his modesty 
preventing him from stating his exact case to his ever- 
g^erous patron, — while the patron on his part, hav- 
ing conferred such substantial benefits, had too much 
delicacy to make him feel dependent for alms, — my 
&ther was at this time occasionally reduced to dis- 
tress for an immediate supply of money. In an in- 
terval of something like his former misery, — at all 
events, of painful perplexity, — he received a note 
from the Lord Chancellor, politely inviting him to 
breakfast the next morning. His kind patron ha4 
^ken of him in favourable terms to the stem and 
formidable Thurlow, and his Lordship was now 
anxious to atone for his previous neglect. He 
Jfeedved Mr. Crabbe with more than courtesy, and 
Jttoat condescendingly said, " The first poem you 
^nt me, Sir, I ought to have noticed — and I heartily 
for^ve the second." They breakfasted together, 
^) at parting, his Lordship put a sealed paper into 
^y father's hand, saying, " Accept this trifle. Sir, in 
^ meantime, and rely on my embracing an early 
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opportunity to serve you more substantiaHy when I 
hear that you are in orders.*' As soon as he had 
left the house he opened the letter, expecting to find 
a present of ten, or perhaps twenty pounds ; it con- 
tained a bank note for a hundred; a supply which 
e£fectually relieved him from all his present difficul- 
ties, while his new patron's accompanying promise 
must have eased him of any apprehensions which 
might yet haunt his mind as to his future prospects 
in the world. 

I am enabled to state — though the information 
never came from my father — that the first use he 
made of this good fortune was, to seek out and 
relieve some objects of real indigence — poor scho- 
lars like himself, whom he had known when sharing 
their wretchedness in the city : and I must add, that» 
whenever he visited London in later years, he made 
it his business to enquire after similar objects of 
charity, supposed to be of respectable personal cha- 
racter, and to do by them as, in his own hour of 
distress, he would have been done by. But who 
knew better than he, that the metropolis has always 
abundance of such objects, if any one would search 
for them ? or who, — I may safely appeal to all that 
knew him, — ever sacrificed time and trouble in the 
cause of benevolence, throughout every varying 
scene of his life, more freely than Mr. Crabbe? 
No wonder it was his first thought, on finding himself 
in possession of even a very slender fund, to testify 
his thankfulness to that Being who had rescued 
himself from the extreme of destitution, and to 
begin as early as possible to pay the debt he owed to 
misfortune. 
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Mr. Crabbe, having passed a very creditable ex- 
amination, was admitted to deacon*s orders, in 
London, on the 21st December, by the Bishop 
of Norwich ; who ordained him a priest in August 
of the year following, in his own cathedral. Being 
licensed as curate to the Rev. Mr. Bennett, rector of 
Aldborough, he immediately bade a grateful adieu to 
kis illustrious patron and his other eminent benefac* 
tors — not forgetting his kind and hospitable friends 
in Comhill — and went down to take up his resi- 
dence once more in his native place. 

The feelings with which he now returned to Ald- 
borough may easily be imagined. He must have 
been more than man had he not exulted at the 
change. He left his home a deserter from his pro- 
fession, with the imputation of having failed in it 
from wanting even common abilities for the dis- 
charge of its duties — in the estimation of the ruder 
natives, who had witnessed his manual awkwardness 
in the seafaring pursuits of the place, ''a lubber," 
and " a fool ;" perhaps considered even by those 
who recognised something of his literary talent, as a 
hare-brained visionary, never destined to settle to 
anything with steadiness and sober resolution ; on 
all hands convicted certainly of the " crime of po- 
verty," and dismissed from view as a destitute and 
hopeless outcast. He returned, a man of acknow- 
lei^ed talents ; a successful author, patronised and 
befriended by some of the leading characters in the 
kingdom ; and a clergyman, with every prospect of 
preferment in the church. His father had the can- 
dour to admit, that he had underrated his poetical 

H 4 
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abilities, and that he had acted jadiciously in trust- 
ing to the bent of nature, rather than persevering in 
an occupation for which he was, from the outset, 
peculiarly disqualified. The old man now gloried in 
the boldness of his adventure, and was proud of its 
success : he fondly transcribed " The Library " with 
his own hand ; and, in short, reaped the reward of 
his own eariy exertions to give his son a better edu- 
cation than his circumstances could well afiPord. 

On the state of mind with which the young cler- 
gyman now revisited Parham — on the beautiful and 
retributive conclusion thus afforded to the period of 
resignation and humble trust recorded in his '< Jour- 
nal to Mira," — I shall not attempt to comment. In 
the esteem of his ever encouraging and confiding 
fnend there, he could not stand higher now than he 
had done when all the rest of the world despaired of 
or disowned him; but, with the hospitality and 
kindness he had long experienced from her relations, 
there was now mingled a respect to which he had 
previously been a stranger. He heard no more 
taunts about that " d d learning." 

On his first entrance, however, into his father's 
house, at this time, his joyous feelings had to undergo 
a painful revulsion. That affectionate parent, who 
would have lost all sense of sickness and suffering, 
had she witnessed his success^ was no more : she had 
sunk under the dropsy, in his absence, with a fortitude 
of resignation closely resembling that of his own last 
huurs. It happened that a friend and noighbour 
was slowly yielding at the same time to the same 
hopeless disorder, and every morning she used to 
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desire her daughter to see if this sufferer^s window 
was opened ; saying, cheerfully, << she must make 
baste, or I shall be at rest before her." My father 
has alluded to his feelings on this occasion in the 
"Parish Register." 

** Arrived at home, how then he gazed around 
On every place where she no more was found ; 
The seat at table she was wont to fill, 
The fireside chair, still set, but vacant still ; 
The Sunday pew she filled with all her race, — 
Each place of hers was now a sacred place.*' 

And I find him recurring to the same theme in one 
of Ms manuscript pieces : — 



** But oh ! in after-years 



Were other deaths that call'd for other tears: — 
No, that I dare not, that I cannot paint ! 
The patient sufferer ! the enduring saint ! 
Holy and cheerful ! but all words are faint! '* 

Air. Crabbe's early religious impressions were, no 

"^Ubt, strongly influenced by those of his mother ; 

''ici she was, as I have already said, a deeply devout 

^Oman ; but her seriousness was not of the kind that 

*^>r almost exclusively receives that designation. 

"^^ong persons of her class, at least, at that period, 

^^re was a general impression that the doctrinal creed 

^^ight rather to be considered the afiiedr of the pastor 

**^«uiof the humble and unlearned members of his flock 

^ that the former would be held responsible for the 

billets he inculcated — ■ the latter for the practical ob- 

^^rvance of those rules of conduct and temper which 

Sood men of all persuasions alike advocate and de- 
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sire to exemplify. The controversial spirit, in a word, 
lighted up by Whitfield and Wesley, had not as yet 
reached the coast of Suffolk. Persons turned through 
misfortune, sickness, or any other exciting cause, to 
think with seriousness of securing their salvation, 
were used to say to themselves, ^' I must amend and 
correct whatever in my life and conversation does of- 
fend the eyes of my Heavenly Father ; I must hence- 
forth be diligent in my duties, search out and oppose 
the evil in my heart, and cultivate virtuous disposi- 
tions and devout affections." Not from their own 
strength, however, did they hope and expect such 
improvement : they sought it from, and ascribed it to, 
" Him from whom all good counsels and works do 
proceed," and admitted, without hesitation, that 
their own best services could be made acceptable 
only through the merits of their Redeemer. Thus 
far such persons accorded with the more serious 
of a later period ; but the subtle distinction between 
good works as necessary and yet not conditional 
to salvation, and. others of a like kind, particularly 
prevalent afterwards, were not then familiar ; noi 
was it at all common to believe, that Christians 
ought to renounce this world, in any other sense 
than that of renouncing its wickedness, or that they 
are called upon to shun any thing but the excessive 
indulgence in amusements and recreations not in 
themselves palpably evil. Such was the religion of 
Mrs. Crabbe; and, doubtless, her mildness, humility, 
patient endurance of afflictions and sufferings, meek 
habits, and devout spirit, strongly recommended her 
example to her son, and impressed his young mind 
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with a deep belief that the principles which led to such 
practice, must be those of the Scriptures of God. 

It is true that neither the precepts nor the ex- 
ample of his mother were able altogether to preserve 
Mr. Crabbe from the snares that beset, with peculiar 
strength, young men early removed from the paternal 
roof. The juvenile apprentice is in many respects 
too much his own master ; and though my father, in 
iiis first service, escaped with no worse injury than the 
association with idle lads generally brings with it, 
yet, in his second apprenticeship, and afterwards, in 
the beginning of his own practice at Aldborough, 
he did not scruple to confess that he was not always 
proof against the temptations of a town. Where 

** High in the street, oVrlooking all the place, 
The rampant lion shows his kingly face" — 

tfce Aldborough Boniface of the present day, shows, 
I am told, with no little exultation, an old-fashioned 
^>y>in, the usual scene of convivial meetings, not 
Always remarkable for " measured merriment," in 
"^•hich the young doctor had his share. It seems pro- 
liable that the seriousness and purity of his early im- 
t^ressions had, for a season, been smothered : but they 
^^ere never obliterated ; and I believe I do not err in 
'tracing to the severe illness which befell him not long 
^fter he had commenced as surgeon at Aldborough, 
tilieir revival and confirmation — a strong and a per-» 
tnanent change. On his recovery from an affliction, 
fiuring which he had felt that life hung by a thread, 
lie told his children that he made a solemn resolu- 
tion against all deliberate evil ; and those who oo- 
served him after that period all concur in stating 
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his conduct and conversation to have been that of a 
regular, temperate, and religious young man. 

When his sister and he kept house apart from the 
rest of the family, it was their invariable practice to 
read a portion of the Scriptures together every even- 
ing ; and even while struggling with the difficulties 
of his medical occupation, poetry was not the only 
literary diversion he indulged in. His early note- 
books now before me, contain proofs that he was 
in the habit of composing sermons, in imitation of 
Tillotson, long before he could have had the least 
surmise that he was ever to be a preacher. Indeed, 
the " Journal to Mira " contains such evidence of 
the purity of his conduct, and of the habitual 
attention he paid to religious topics, that I need 
not enlarge further upon the subject. He certainly 
was not guilty of rushing into the service of the 
altar without having done his endeavour to disci- 
pline himself for a due discharge of its awful obliga- 
tions, by cultivating the virtues of Christianity in his 
heart, and, in as far as his opportimities extended, 
making himself fit to minister to the spiritual neces- 
sities of others. But I am bound to add, that in a 
later period of life, and more especially during the 
last ten years of it, he became more conscious of the 
importance of dwelling on the doctrines as well as the 
practice of Christianity, than he had been when he 
first took orders ; and when a selection of his Ser- 
mons is placed, as I hope it ere long will be, before 
the public, it will be seen that he had gradually 
approached, in substantial matters, though not ex. 
actly in certain peculiar ways of expression, to that 
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)'espected body usually denominated Evangelical 
Christians of the Church of England ; with whom, 
nevertheless, he was never classed by others, nor, 
indeed, by himself. 

And what, it will naturally be asked, was his 

ireception by the people of Aldborough, when he 

-x">eappeared among them in this new character? 

** The prophet is not without honour, save in his 

own country:" — ^this scriptural proverb was entirely 

^semplified here. The whisper ran through the 

'ix>wn, that a man who had failed in one calling, 

'^^'as not very likely to make a great figure in a new 

One. Others revived, most unjustly, old stories, in 

"^rhich my father did not appear with quite clerical 

^d.«coram; and others again bruited about a most 

S^'oundless rumour that he had been, when in 

Ion, a preacher among the Methodists. For this 

report there was, indeed, no foundation at all, 

^:aLcept that an Aldborough sailor, happening one day 

"•^o enter Mr. Wesley's chapel at Moorfields, had 

J^^rceived my father, who had gone thither, like 

i^mself, from pure curiosity, standing on the steps 

^=^:£ the pulpit ; the place being so crowded that he 

^:^«uld find no more convenient situation. But perhaps 

"^iie most common, as well as unworthy, of all the 

^^"^mours afloat, was, that he had been spoiled by the 

^*Xotice of fine folks in town, and would now be too 

X^TOud to be bearable among his old equals. When 

I asked him how he felt when he entered the pulpit 

^►t Aldborough for the first time, he answered, " I 

V^ad been unkindly received in the place — I saw un- 

&iendly countenances about me, and, I am son*}' to 
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8ay» I had too much indignation, — though mingled] 
I hope, with better feelings, — to care what thej 
thought of me or my sermon." Perhaps, as he him. 
self remarked, all this may have been well ordered 
for my father. Had there been nothing to operate as 
an antidote, the circumstances of his altered position 
in life might have tempted human infirmity, even in 
him, to a vain-glorious self-esteem. 

He appears to have ere long signified some un- 
easiness of feeling to the Lord Chancellor, whose 
very kind answer concluded in these words : — "I 
can form no opinion of your present situation oi 
prospects, still less upon the agreeableness of it; 
but you may imagine that I wish you well, and, il 
you make yourself capable of preferment, that I shall 
try to find an early opportunity of serving you* ] 
am, with great regard, dear Sir, your faithful Mend 
and servaut, Thurlow." 
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CHAPTER V. 

1782—1783. 

^ CRABBE*8 APPOINTMENT AS DOMESTIC CHAPLAIN 
TO THE DUKE OF RUTLAND. — REMOVES TO BELVOIB 
CASTLE. — PUBLICATION OF " THE VILLAGE.*' 

Af T father continued to be curate at Aldborough for 

oiUy a few months, during which his sister resumed 

^e charge of his domestic affairs, in a small lodging 

H^art from the rest of the family. His brother Robert, 

^ man in many respects closely resembling himself, 

of strong faculties and amiable disposition, was 

'^ow settled at Southwold; but the two brothers, 

'Ja.iich attached to each other's society, made a point of 

'^aeeting one evening of each week at Blythborough, 

*l>out half way between their places of residence. 

^ need hardly add, that my father passed also a 

(Considerable part of his time under the same roof 

^^th Miss Elmy, who still prudently resisted every 

Proposition of immediate marriage, being resolved 

^ot to take such a step until her lover should have 

reached some position less precarious than that of a 

mere curate. 

Host persons who had done as much for one in my 
fether's situation as Mr. Burke had already accom- 
plished, would no doubt have been disposed to say, 
or to think, " Now, young man, help yourself:*' but 
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it was far otherwise with Mr. Crabbe's illustrious be- 
nefactor. He was anxious to see his prot^S raised as 
high as his friendship could elevate him ; and he soon 
was the means of placing him in a station such as 
has, in numerous instances, led to the first dignities 
of the church. My father received a letter from 
Mr. Burke, informing him that, in consequence 
of some conversation he had held with the Duke of 
Rutland, that nobleman would willingly receive him 
as his domestic chaplain at Belvoir Castle, so soon 
as he could get rid of his existing engagements at 
Aldborough. This was a very unusual occurrence, 
such situations in the mansions of that rank being 
commonly filled either by relations of the noble 
family itself, or by college acquaintances, or de- 
pendants recommended by political service and local 
attachment. But, in spite of political difference, 
the recommendation of Burke was all-powerful with 
t|^e late Duke of Rutland, the son of the great 
Marquis of Granby; for this nobleman, though 
not what is usually called a literary man, had a 
strong partiality for letters, a refined taste for the 
arts, and felt that a young author of such genius as 
Burke had imputed to my father would be a valu- 
able acquieition to the society of his mansion, 
where, like a genuine English peer of the old 
school, he spent the greater portion of his time in 
the exercise of boundless hospitality and benevolence. 
My father did not hesitate, of course, to accept the 
offered situation; and, having taken farewell for 
a season of his friends at Parham, he once more 
quitted Aldborough, but not now in the hold of a 
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Aoop, nor with those gloomy fears and trembling 
antidpations, which had agitated his mind on a 
fomer occasion. He was now morally sure of 
being, within no long interval, placed in a situation 
that would enable him to have a house of his own^ 
and to settle for life in the enjoyment of at least a 
moderate campetency. 

What his hopes exactly amounted to when this 
efaange took place, or what apprehensions chequered 
them when he approached Belvoir, or what were his 
impvessions on his first reception there, are ques- 
tions which I never ventured to ask of him. It would 
ht?e been highly interesting, certainly, to have his 
remarks cm what now befell him at the opening of 
so new a scene of life, recorded in another << Journal 
to Mint ; " but none such has been discovered. He 
always seemed to shrink from going into oral de- 
tails <ni the subject The numberless allusions to 
the nature of a literary dependent's existence in a 
grest Icnrd's house, which occur in my father's 
^^titings, and especially in the tale of " The 
IW)n," are, however, quite enough to lead any 
^e who knew his diaracter and feelings to the 
^^^Miclusioii thav, notwithstanding the kindn«Ms and 
^tidesoenfiion of the Duke and Ditchess themselves 
""^^Mineh were, I believe, uniform, and of which he 
^Wayg sp(^e with gratitude, — the situation he filled 
^ Belvoir was attended with many painful circum- 
"^^tioes, and productive in his mind of some of the 
^^^test sensations of wounded pride that have ever 
**^€ii traced by any pen. 

V«L. I. I 
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The Duchess ^Hwas then the most celebrated beai 
in England ; and the fascinating grace of her mann 
made the due impression on my fother. The Di 
himself was a generous man, '^ cordial, frank, s 
free;" and highly popular with all classes. ] 
establishments of race-horses, hunters, and houn 
were extensive, because it was then held a part 
such a nobleman's duty that they should be so ; 1 
these things were rather for the enjoyment of 
friends than for his own. He was sufficiently 
terested in such recreations to join in them occasii 
ally ; but he would frequently dismiss a splendid pa 
from his gates, and himself ride, accompanied oi 
by Mr. Crabbe, to some sequestered part of 
domain, to converse on literary topics, quote vers 
and criticise plays. Their Graces' children were 
this period still in the nursery. 

The immediate chiefs of tke place, then, were 
that my father could have desired to find them ; 1 
their guests, and, above all, perhaps, their servai 
might not always treat him with equal respc 
I must add, that although the state at the cae 
was by no means more strict than is usual 
great establishments — and certainly not marked 
the princely dignity and grandeur that have dist 
goished Belvoir in our own day — yet it could i 
but have been oppressive to a person of Mr. Crabb 
education and disposition. He might not, I can li 
believe, catch readily the manners appropriate to 



• Lady Mary-Isabella Somerset, daughter of the fbu 
Duke of Beaufort She diad in 1831. 
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Station, — his tact was not of that description, — and 
he ever had an ardent passion for personal liberty, in- 
consistent with enjoyment under the constraint of 
ceremony. With great pleasure, then, did he always 
hear of the preparations for removing to Chevely, 
about the periods of the Newmarket races ; for all 
there was freedom and ease ; that house was small, 
the servants few, and the habits domestic. There 
was another occasion, also, on which ceremony was 
given to the winds — when the family resorted to 
Croxton Park (a small seat near Belvoir), to fish in 
the extensive ponds, &c. These times of relaxation 
contrasted delightfully with the etiquette at the 
castle. After more than usual ceremony, or more 
abundant conviviality, I have heard him speak of 
the relief and pleasure of wandering through the 
deep glades and secluded paths of the woods, catch- 
ing beetles, moths, butterflies, and collecting mosses^ 
fidiens, or other botanical specimens ; for this em- 
ployment carried his imagination to those walks in 
which he had wandered so frequently with his best 
friend, his chosen companion; and he already 
longed for the period when he could call a country 
parsonage his own : nay, he was sometimes tempted 
to wish to exchange his station for a much more hum- 
ble dwelling, and in this mood he once composed 
some verses, which I have heard him repeat, acknow- 
ledging they were not of the most brilliant description. 

« Oh ! had I but a little hut, 

That I might hide my head in ; 
Where ne^er guest might dare molest 
Unwelcome or unbidden. 
I « 
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I 'd take the jokes of other folks, 
And mine should then succeed 'em, 

Nor would I chide a little pride^ 
Or heed a little freedom." &c &c. 

SucIl lines might easily run from the pen firoi 
which came, in after-days, — 

« Strive not too much for favour — seem at ease^ 
And rather pleased thyself, than bent to please. 
Upon thy lord with decent care attend ; 
Be not too near — thou canst not be a IHend: • . . 

<< When ladies sing, or in thy presence play. 
Do not, dear John, in rapture melt away: 
*T is not thy part ; there will be listeners round 
To cry divine, and doat upon the sound : 
Remember, too, that though the poor have ean^ 
They take not in the music of the spheres.** 

I have heard my father mention but few occur— -^ 
rences in this period of his life ; and if I had, the ^ 
privacy of a family is not to be invaded because of^ 
its public station. But one incident I cannot forbear ^ 
to mention, as it marked a trait in the Duke's mind 
peculiarly pleasing — his strong affection for his 
brother, Lord Robert Manners, who died of wounds 
received in leading his Majesty's ship Resolution 
against the enemy's line, in the West Indies, on the 
memorable 12th of April, 1782. Some short time 
previous to his Lordship's death, his hat, perforated 
vvith balls, was sent at the Duke's request to Belvoir 
Castie. The Duke first held it up with a shout of 
exultation and triumph — glorying in the bravery of 
his beloved brother; and then, as the thought 
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of his danger flashed suddenly into his mind, sank 
on his chair in a burst of natural and irrepressible 
feeling. 

Mr. Crabbe was particularly attached to the un- 
fortunate Mr. Robert Thoroton, a relative of the 
family, who generally resided at the Castle. He was, 
it is true, a man of pleasure, and of the world, but 
distinguished by warm, firank-hearted kindness, and 
ever evinced a particular predilection to my father. 
He was remarked, even in the Belvoir hunt, for 
intrepid boldness, and once spurred his horse up the 
steep terraces to the castle-walls — a mad feat I 
Nor was he much less rash when, as my father one 
<iay (in an unusual fit of juvenile merriment) was 
pursuing him, he sprang over the boundary of the 
Rlacis — a steep and formidable precipice. He after- 
^ards accompanied the Duke to Ireland, and is 
Mentioned in the singular work of Sir Jonah Bar- 
^ington. After the Duke's death, he was involved 
in difficulties ; and, under the maddening sufferings 
of an incurable disorder, he terminated his existence. 
Ajnong the public characters of that time, the visiters 
^t Belvoir who paid the most attention to Mr. Crabbe 
"^ere the Duke of Queensberry, the Marquis of Lo- 
tliiany Dr. Watson the celebrated Bishop of Llan- 
^•ft and Dr. Glynn. 

A few months after Lord Robert's death, my 
father accompanied his Grace for a few days to 
lK>ndon, and went with him to the studio of the 
iX>yal academician Stothard, where he consoled his 
Sorrow by giving directions for the painting of the 
taeftutiful picture from which the well-known print 

I 3 
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of the melancholy event is engraved. It seems U 
have been on this occasion that he received the fol 
lowing letter — 

From 3fr. Burke, 

" Dear Sm^ — I do not know' by what unlucky ae. 
cident you missed the note I left for you at my house 
I wrote besides to you at Belvoir. If you had received 
these two short letters you could not want an in. 
vitation to a place where every one considers himself ai 
infinitely honoured and pleased by your presence.— 
'^ Mrs. Burke desires her best compliments^ and trusti 
that you will not let the holidays pass over without i 
visit from you. I have got the poem ; but I have not 
yet opened it. I don't like the unhappy language yov 
use about these matters. Tou do not easily please suck 
a judgment as your own — that is natural; but when 
you are difficult every one else will be charmed. I am^ 
my dear sir^ ever most affectionately yours^ 

'' £dmund Burke.' 

By the time the family left Belvoir for the Londoi 
season, my father had nearly completed for the presf 
his poem of '< The Village/' the conclusion of whicl 
had been suggested by the untimely death of Lord 
Robert Manners. Through Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
he transmitted it to Dr. Johnson, whose kindnesf 
was such, that he revised it carefully, and whose 
opinion of its merits was expressed in a note which, 
though it has oft;en been printed, I must allow my- 
self the gratification of transcribing here. 

Dr, Johnson to Sir Joshua Reynolds, 

« March 4. 178S. 
'^ Sm^ — I have sent you back Mr. Crabbe's poem 
which I read with great delight. It is original^ vigorously 
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and elegant. The alterations which I have made^ I do 
not require him to adopt ; for my lines are, perhaps, not 
oflten better than his own : but he may take mine and 
his own together, and, perhaps, between them, produce 
something better than either. He is not to think his 
copy wantonly defaced : a wet sponge will wash all the 
red lines away, and leave the pages clean. His de- 
dication will be least liked : it were better to contract it 
into a short sprightly address. I do not doubt of 
Mr. Crabbe's success. I am, sir, your most humble 
serrant, Samuel Johnson." 

Boswell says, " the sentiments of Mr. Crabbe's 
admirable poem, as to the false notions of rustic 
happiness and rustic virtue, were quite congenial 
with Dr. Johnson's own ; and he took the trouble, 
not only to suggest slight corrections and variations, 
but to furnish some lines, when he thought he could 
give the writer's meaning better than in the words 
of the manuscript. I shall give an instance, 
inarking the original by Roman, and Johnson's 
Bubstitution in Italic characters :" 

** * In fairer scenes, where peaceful pleasures springs 
Tityrus the pride of Mantuan swains might sing : 
But, charm'd by him, or smitten with his views, 
. Shall modem poets court the Mantuan muse ? 
From Truth and Nature shall we widely stray, 
Where Fancy leads, or "^^gil led the way ? ' 

** * On Wndo*i banks, m C€bmt*s bounteous reigns 
If TUynisJbund the golden age again. 
Must sleepy bards the fiattering dream prolong, 
Mechamck echoes of the Mantuan song 9 
From Truth and Nature shaU we widefy tlrayk 
Where VirgjU, not uhere Fancy leads the im|^ f 

I 4 
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** Here," says Boswell, " we find Dr. JohnMm'f 
poetical and critical powers undiminished. I mnsty 
however, observe, that the aids he gave to this 
poem, as to < The Traveller and ^ Deserted l^illage* 
of Goldsmith, were so small, as by no means to impair 
the distinguished merit of ike author."* Mr. 
Boswell ought to have added, that the six linea he 
quotes formed the only passage in the poem that was 
not in substance quite the author's own. The manu- 
script was also again submitted to the inspection of 
Mr. Burke; and he proposed one or two trivial 
alterations, which my father's grateful feelings in- 
duced him to adopt, although they did not appear to 
himself improvements. There were not wantingi 
I have heard, friends in Suffolk, who, when '^ The 
Village" came out, whispered that ^* the manuscript 
had been so cobbled by Burke and Johnson, that 
Crabbe did not know it again when it was returned 
to him." If these kind persons survived to read 
'< The Parish Register," their amiable conjectorea 
must have received a sufficient rebuke. 

" The Village" was published in May, 1783 ; and 
its success exceeded the author's utmost expect- 
ations. It was praised in the leading journals ; £he 
sale was rapid and extensive; and my father's 
reputation was, by universal consent, greatly raised, 
and permanently established, by this poem. ^< The 
Library," and "The Village," are sufficient evi- 
dence of the care and zeal with which the young 
poet had studied Pope ; and, without doubt, he had 

* Croker*8 Boswell, yoL y. p. SS» 
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gradually, though in part perhaps unconsciously, 

fonned his own style mainly on that polished model. 

But even those early works, and especially << The 

Village," fidrly entitled Mr. Crabbe to a place far 

above the '^ mechanick echoes" of the British Virgil 

Both poems are framed on a regular and classical 

plan, -T- perhaps, in that respect, they may be 

considered more complete and faultless than any of 

bis later pieces ; and though it is only here and 

there that they exhibit that rare union of force and 

minateness for which the author was afterwards so 

k^hly distinguished, yet such traces of that marked 

a&d eitraordinary peculiarity appeared in detached 

places — above all, in the description of the Parish 

Workhouse in <' The Village" — .that it is no wonder 

the new poet should at once have been hailed as a 

genius of no slender pretensions. 

The sudden popularity of " The Village" must 
Ittve produced, after the numberless slights and dis- 
i^intments already mentioned, and even after the 
tolerable success of " The Library," about as strong 
a revulsion in my father's mind as a ducal chao- 
huncy in his circumstances ; but there was no change 
in his temper or manners. The successful author 
contmued as modest as the rejected candidate for 
publication had been patient and long-suffering. 

No sleeping apartment being vacant at the Duke of 
Rutland's residence in Arlington Street, Mr. Crabbe 
•cddentally procured the very rooms shortly before 
<)ccupied by the highly talented, but rash and miser- 
^le Hackman, the infatuated admirer and assassin 
of the beautiful mistress of the Earl of Sandwich. 
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Here he again found himself in that distinguished 
society into which Mr. Burke had introduced him. 
He now very frequently passed his mornings at the 
easel of Sir Joshua Reynolds, conversing on a variety 
of subjects, while this distinguished artist was em- 
ployed upon that celebrated painting the Infent Her- 
cules *y then preparing for the Empress of Russia. 

I heard him speak of no public character of that 
time (except Mr. Burke) with that warmth of 
feeling with which he regarded Sir Joshua. I have 
no doubt but that, in some respects^ there was a 
similarity of character — an enlarged mind, and the 
love of ease and freedom, were common to both ; but 
it b probable that those qualities also prepossessed my 
fisUher greatly in his favour which he himself did 
fiot possess. Sir Joshua was never apparently dis- 
composed by any thing under the sun — under aU 
circumstances, and at all times, he was ever the same 
cheerful, mild companion, the same perfect gentie- 
man — happy, serene, and undisturbed. My fathei 
spoke with particular pleasure of one day passed 
at that house, when his Grace of Rutland and 
a select company dined there — Miss Palmer, the 
great artist's niece, afterwards Marchioness of Tho- 
mond, presiding. The union of complete, and evec 
homely, comfort and ease with perfect polish anc 
the highest manners, had in it a charm which im- 
pressed the day especially on his memory. 

It was now considered desirable that Mr. Crabbe* 

as the chaplain to a nobleman, should have a uni'^ 
■ — » 

* Sir Joshua mentioned that this was his fourth painting o* 
the same canvass. 
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verdty d^ree; and the Bishop of Llandaff (Dr. 
-Watson) very kindly entered his name on the boards 
of Trinity Collie, Cambridge, that he might have 
the privilege of a degree, after a certain number of 
tenns, and without residence. 

This arrangement, however, had hardly been 
made, when he received an invitation to dine with 
Lord Thurlow ; and this is another of those inci- 
dents in his life, which I much regret that he himself 
has given no account of; for I should suppose 
many expressions characteristic of the rough old 
Chancellor might have been recorded. My father 
<mly said, that, before he left the house, his noble 
host, telling him, that, " by G — d, he was as like 
PaiBon Adams as twelve to a dozen," gave him the 
onall livings of Frome St. Quintin, and Evershot, 
in Dorsetshire ; and Mr. Crabbe, that he might be 
entitled to hold this preferment, inmiediately ob- 
tained the degree of LL.B. from the Archbishop of 
Canterbury (Dr. Moore), instead of waiting for it 
at Cambridge. 

In the autumn of 1783, after a long absence, my 
&ther went to Suffolk ; and Miss Elmy being then 
atBeccles with her mother, he bent his steps thither ; 
tad it was in one of their rides in that neighbour- 
hood, that they had the good fortune to view the 
great and memorable meteor which appeared in the 
month of August in that year. At that moment my 
laother and he were returning, in the evening, over a 
^de open conmion near Beccles. It was late, dull, 
^d cloudy: in an instant the dark mass opened 
1^ in front of them. The clouds were rolled back 
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like a scroll; and the glorious phenomenon buni 
forth as large as the moon, but infinitely more bril- 
liant ; majestically sailed across the heavens, varyiog 
its form every instant, and, as it were, unfolding its 
substance in successive sheaths of fire, and scatte^ 
ing lesser meteors, as it moved along. My motheTf 
who happened to be riding behind, said that, ereD 
at that awful moment (for she concluded that tiie 
end of all things was at hand), she was irresistiUj 
struck with my father's attitude. He had raised 
himself from his horse, lifted his arm, and spread bis 
hand towards the object of admiration and terror, 
and appeared transfixed with astonishment. 

Mr. Crabbe returned from thence to Belvoir, and 
again went to London with the family at the latter 
end of the year. Being now in circumstances which 
enabled him to afford himself a view of those spec* 
tacles which he had hitherto abstained from, and wi^ 
persons who invited him to accompany them, lie 
went occasionally to the theatres, especially to see 
Mrs. Siddons. Of her talents he expressed, o^ 
course, the most unbounded admiration ; but I have 
heard him also speak of Mrs. Abingdon and Mrs* 
Jordan (the latter especially, in the character of Sit 
Harry Wildair), in such terms as proved that he fully 
appreciated the exquisite grace, and then unrivalled 
excellency, of those comic actresses. Being on^ 
night introduced by Mr. Thoroton into the box d 
the Prince of Wales's equeries, his royal highnetf 
enquired, with some displeasure, who he was tli>^ 
had so intruded there ; but hearing it was the poett* 
cal chaplain of his friend the Duke of Rutlandi b^ 
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eated himself satisfied, and a short time after, 
Crabbe was presented to his ro jal highness bj 
oble patron. 

sfore the end of the year 1783, it was fixed that 
Grace of Rutland should soon be appointed 
t-Iaeutenant of Ireland. Had the Chancellor's 
gs, which Mr. Crabbe held, been of any con- 
able value, he would no doubt have embraced 
Importunity to retire and settle; but the in- 
i derived from them was very trifling, and, 

happened, no preferment on the Belvoir list 
then vacant ; and therefore, when it was de- 
i that he should remain on this side the Chan- 
and marry, the Duke very obligingly invited 
to make the castle his home, till something per- 
ant could be arranged. At parting, the Duke 
mted him with a portrait of Pope, by Sir Godfrey 
Her, and assured him it was his intention to 
) him in an eligible situation on the first oppor- 
y. He little thought at that time (his Grace 
^ by but a few months his senior) that he should 
r see his kind and noble patron again. 
f some it has been thought remarkable that 
Crabbe, recommended to the Duke of Rutland 
ach a character as Mr. Burke, and afterwards 
is own reputation and conduct, should not have 
n^anied his Grace to Dublin, and finally been 
died in a dignitary's seat in some Irish cathedral. 
Mher he had the ofier of proceeding to Ireland I 
ot know, but it would have been extremely incon- 
ait with his strong attachment to Miss £lmy, 

his domestic disposition and habits^ to have 
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accepted it ; and his irregular education war an 
effectual bar to any very high preferment in the 
church. That he should not desire to retain bu 
chaplaincy was not only to be attributed to )u 
wish to settle, but his consciousness that he "wa 
by no means calculated to hold such an office. 1 
fwcty neither nature nor circumstances had qnalifr 
him for it. The aristocracy of genius* approaob 
too near the aristocracy of station: superiority 
talent is apt> without intention, to betray occasioB 
presumption. It is true, subserviency would be 
ways despised; but a cool, collected mind — ne^ 
thrown off its guard — pleased with what passed* 
entering into tiie interests of the day, but n&^ 
betrayed into enthusiasm, — is an indispensable q** 
lification for that station. Mr. Crabbe could ne^ 
conceal hii^ feelings, and he Mt strongly. He i^ 
not a stoic, and freedom of living was prevalent^ 
almost all large establishments of that period ; ac: 
when the conversation was interesting, he might zJ 
always retire as early as prudence might sugge^ 
nor, perhaps, did he at all times put a bridle to 1:= 
tongue, for he might feel the riches of his intell^ 
more t&an the poverty of his station. It is also prob-i 
ble that, brought up in the warehouse of Slaughder 
and among the uneducated, though nature had give 
him the disposition of a gentieman — the politeness i 
a mild and Christian spirit — he may at that early pi 
riod have retained some repulsive marks of the degrc 
from whence he had so lately risen ; he could hard! 
have acquired all at once the ease and self-possessio 
for whidi he was afterwards distinguished. I mm 



BELVOIR CASTLE. 127 

ilso add, that, although he owed his introduction to 
Burke, his adherence, however mild, to the whig 
tenets of Burke's party may not have much grati- 
fied the circles of Belvoir. 

These circumstances will easily account for his not 
accompanying the family into Ireland, without sup- 
posing the least neglect or unkindness in his patrons, 
or any insensibility on their part to his sterling 
merits : on the contrary, he never ceased to receive 
from every individual of that noble house the 
strongest testimonies of their regard ; and he was not 
only most amply satisfied with the favours they had 
conferred, but felt a strong personal attachment to 
the members of the family of both generations. 

A few weeks before the Duke embarked for Ire- 
land, my father once more repaired to Suffolk, and 
hastened to Beccles with the grateful intelligence 
that he was at length entitled, without imprudence, 
to daim the long-pledged hand of Miss Elmy. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

1784—1792. 

MR. CRABBB MARRIES.— HE RESIDKS SUOCBSSITELT M 
BELYOIR CASTLE, AT HIS CURACY OF STATHBRN, hJ^ 
AT HIS RECTORY OF HUSTON. — INCREASE OF HIS ^ 
MILY. — PUBLICATION OF "THE NEWSPAPER.** — ^TISK' 
AND JOURNEYS. — HIS MODE OF LIFE, OCCUPATION 
AND AMUSEMENTS. 

In the month of December, 1783, my father aJ 
mother were married in the church of Beccles, 1 
the Rev. Peter Routh, father to the learned a:i 
venerable president of Magdalen College, Oxfo^ 
Shortly after, they took up their residence in til 
apartments destined for their use, at fielvoir Castle 
but, although there were many obvious advantage 
to a couple of narrow income in this position, ais 
although the noble owner of the seat had given tb 
most strict orders that their convenience should b 
consulted in every possible manner by his servanti 
it was soon found to be a disagreeable thing to in 
habit the house, and be attended by the domestics 
of an absent family ; and Mr. Crabbe, before a yea 
and a half had elapsed, took the neighbouring cu 
racy of Stathern, and transferred himself to th 
humble parsonage attached to that office, in th 
village of the same name. A child bom to m; 
parents, while still at Belvoir, survived but a fei 
hours ; their next, the writer of these pages, sai 
the light at Stathern, in November, 1785. Thq 
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cemtinued to reside in this obscure parsonage for 
four years ; during which two more children were 
added to their household, — John Crabbe, so long 
the affectionate and unwearied assistant of his father 
in his latter days (bom in 1787)9 — and a daughter 
(bom in 1789)) who died in infancy. 

Of these four years, my father often said they 
were, on the whole, the very happiest in his life. 
My mother and he could now ramble together at 
their ease, amidst the rich woods of Bel voir, with- 
out any of the painful feelings which had before 
chequered his enjoyment of the place: at home, 
a garden afforded him healthful exercise and un- 
Miog amusement; and his situation as a curate 
pverented him from being drawn into any sort of 
napleasant disputes with the villagers about him. 
Hii great resource and employment was, I believe, 
ftoin the first, the study of natural history : he 
<!Qltivated botany, especially that of the grasses, 
with insatiable ardour. Entomology was another 
especial favourite ; and he gradually made himself 
e^rt in some branches of geological science also. 
Re copied with his own hand several expensive 
Works on such subjects, of which his situation 
Could only*permit him to obtain a temporary loan ; 
aod, though manual dexterity was never his forte, 
he even drew and coloured after the prints in 
Bome of these books with tolerable success : but 
this sort of labour, he, after a little while, discon^ 
tinned, as an unprofitable waste of time. I may also 
add, that, in accordance with the usual habits of the 

VOL. I« K 
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clergy then resident in the vale of Belvoir, 
made some efforts to become a sportsman ; but 
wanted precision of eye and hand to use the 
with success. As to coursing, the cry of the firs 
hare he saw killed, struck him as so like the wail m 
an infant, that he turned heart-sick from the spot: 
and, in a word, although Mr. Crabbe did, for a aem 
son, make his appearance now and then in a gar" 
which none that knew him in his latter days couL 
ever have suspected him of assuming, the velveteen 
jacket and all its appurtenances were soon laid asid^ 
for ever. 

He had another employment, which, indeed, h^ 
never laid aside until, many years after thb time, h« 
became the rector of a populous taum. At Sta- 
them, and at all his successive country residences 
my father continued to practise his original profes- 
sion among such poor people as chose to solicit his aid 
The contents of his medicine chest, and, among the 
rest, cordiab, were ever at their service: he grudged 
no personal fatigue to attend the sick bed of the 
peasant, in the double capacity of physician and 
priest; and had often great difficulty in circum- 
scribing his practice strictly within the limits of the 
poor, for the farmers would willingly have been 
attended gratis abo. On some occasions, he wa£ 
obliged to act even as accoucheur. I cannot quil 
this matter without observing, that I have heard ii 
said, by persons who had met my father in humble 
abodes of distress, that, however nature might have 
disqualified him for the art of the sui^eon, he ex- 
hibited a sagacity which, under better circumstances^ 
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ight have conducted him to no mean rank as a 





In the course of 1784, my father contributed a 
►3ief memoir of Lord Robert Manners to the Ae^ 
nal Register, published by his friend, Mr. Dodsley ; 
id in 1785 he appeared again as a poet. '' The 
Fewspaper," then published, was considered as in all 
^^^^"'^jspects of the same class and merits with " The Li- 
; " and the author was anew encouraged by 
le critics, and by the opinions of Mr. Burke and 
k-thers of his eminent friends in London. Yet, suc- 
•essM as his poetical career had been, and highly 
tattering as was the reception which his works had 
him in the polished circles of life, if we 
except a valueless sermon put forth on the death of 
lis patron, the Duke of Rutland, in 1787, and 
chapter on the Natural History of the Vale of 
[voir, which he contributed to Mr. Nichols's ac- 
^:^unt of Leicestershire, shortly afterwards, he, from 
'^Jiis time, withdrew entirely from the public view, 
^fcis " Parish Register " was published at the interval 
^Df twenty'tiDO years after " The Newspaper ;" and, 
^Crom his thirty-first year to his fifty-second, he buried 
^mself completely in the obscurity of domestic and 
"Village life, hardly catching, from time to time, a 
single glimpse of the brilliant society in which he 
liad for a season been welcomed, and gradually for- 
gotten as a living author by the public, who only, 
generally speaking, continued to be acquainted 
with the name of Crabbe from the extended circu- 
lation of certain striking passages in his early poems, 
through their admission into << The Elegant Extracts." 

K 2 
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It might, under such circumstanoesy excite little si^- 
prise, if I should skip hastily over the whole i 
tenral from 1785 to 1807 — or even down to 
father's sixtieth year (1813), when he at last rea] 
peared in the metropolis, and figured as a me: 
of various literary institutions there, and am< 
the lions, as they are called, of fashionable life ; 
but I feel that, in doing so, I should be guilty of 
grave omission ; and I hope the son of such a fath< 
will be pardoned for desiring to dwell a little on 
as he appeared in those relations which are the esp^'^ 
cial test of moral worth — ^which, if well sustained-^ 
can impart a brightness to the highest inteUectuaJ 
reputation, and which dwell on my memory as af^" 
fording the most estimable traits of his character. 

Not long after his marriage, in passing througl9> 
London, on his way to visit his livings in Dorsetshire^ 
he had the satisfaction of presenting his wife to 
Mr. and Mrs. Burke, when he and she experienced 
the kindest reception ; but this was only a casual 
glimpse of his illustrious friend. I believe my^ 
father offered him the dedication of " The News- 
paper," as well as of some of his earlier publications ; 
but that great man, probably from modesty, declined 
any thing of this kind ; and as for Dr. Johnson, 
who, no doubt, must have been the next in his 
view, that giant of literature was by this time lost 
to the world. In Dorsetshire, they were hospitably 
received by Mr. Baker, once a candidate for that 
county ; and they returned charmed with their ex- 
cursion, yet resumed with undiminished zest the 
enjoyment of their own quiet little parsonage. 
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Never, indeed, was any man more fitted fot domes- 

< life than mj lather ; and, but for circumstances 

^xt under his control,— especially the delicate state 

tf health into which my mother ere long declined, — 

am sure no man would have enjoyed a larger share 

IF every sort of domestic happiness. His attach- 

t to his family was boundless ; but his content- 

ent under a long temporary oblivion may also, in 

part, be accounted for, by the unwearied ac- 

^vity of his mind. As the chief characteristic of 

heart was benevolence, so that of his mind was a 

ioyant exuberance of thought and perpetual ex- 

«cise of intellect. Thus he had an inexhaustible 

■^source within himself, and never for a moment, 

may say, suffered under that ennui which drives so 

firom solitude to the busy search for notoriety. 

can safely assert that, from the earliest time I re- 

^i^lect him, down to the fifth or sixth year before 

death, I never saw him (unless in company) 

Seated in a chair, enjoying what is called a lounge — 

^^^liat is* to say, doing nothing. Out of doors he had 

^Jways some object in view — a flower, or a pebble, 

^>r his note-book, in his hand ; and in the house, if 

Ue was not writing, he was reading. He read aloud 

"Very often, even when walking, or seated by the 

^ide of his wife, in the huge old fashioned one-horse 

^lake, heavier than a modem chariot, in which 

%bejQ8aally were conveyed in their little excursions, 

suid the conduct of which he, from awkwardness 

and absence of mind, prudently relinquished to my 

mother on all occasions. Some may be surprised to 

hear me speak oi ^his writing so much ; but the fact 

K 3 
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is, that though he for so many years made to fresh 
appeal to the public voices he was all that time 
busily engaged in composition. Numberless were the 
manuscripts which he completed ; and not a few of 
them were never destined to see the light. I can well 
remember more than one grand incremation, — not 
in the chimney, for the bulk of paper to be con- 
sumed would have endangered the house, — but 
in the open air, — and with what glee his children 
vied in assisting him, stirring up the fire, and bring- 
ing him fresh loads of the fuel as fast as their 
little legs would enable them. What the various 
works thus destroyed treated of, I cannot tell ; but 
among them was an Essay on Botany in English ; 
which, after he had made great progress in it, my 
father laid aside, in consequence merely, I believe, of 
the remonstrances of the late Mr. Davies, vice-master 
of Trinity College, Cambridge, with whom he had 
become casually acquainted, and who, though little 
tinged with academical peculiarities, could not 
stomach the notion of degrading such a science by 
treating of it in a modem language. 

My father used to say that, had this treatise come 
out at the time when his friend arrested its progress, 
he might perhaps have had the honour of being con- 
sidered as the first discoverer of more than one ad- 
dition to the British Flora, since those days introduced 
to notice, classed and named, by other naturalists. I 
remember his mentioning, as one instance, the hum- 
ble trefoil, now known as the Trifolium suffocatum. 
But, even if Mr. Crabbe had sent no " Parish 
Register** before him, when he^ after his long re- 
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tirement) reappeared in the upper walks of life, 
there would have been no possibility of suspecting 
that his village existence had been one of intellectual 
torpor. He mixed, on that occasion, with a much 
vider circle than that to which Burke introduced 
him ; and it was obvious to the few who could com- 
pare what he then was with what he had been on 
his first dibuty that all his social feelings had been 
quickened, all his mental powers expanded and 
strengthened, in the interval that had passed. Why, 
such being the case, he for so great a period of 
his life remained unmoved by the stimuli of re- 
putation or money, or the pleasure of select so- 
ciety, is a question which will never, I suppose, be 
quite satisfactorily answered. 

It was, I think, in the summer of 1787, that my 
father was seized, one fine summer's day, with so in- 
tense a longing to see the sea, from which he had 
never before been so long absent, that he mounted 
his horse, rode alone to the coast of Lincolnshire, 
sixty miles from his house, dipped in the waves 
that washed the beach of Aldborough, and re- 
tamed to Stathem. 

During my father's residence here, and also at his 
other country places, he very rarely either paid or 
received visits, except in his clerical capacity; but 
there was one friend whose expanding versatility of 
mindy and rare colloquial talents made him a most 
welcome visiter at Stathem — and he was a very fre- 
quent one* I allude to Dr. Edmund Cartwright, a 
poet and a mechanist of no small eminence, who at 
this period was the incumbent of Goadby, and ocoa- 
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sionally lived there, though his principal resid^iee 
was at Doncaster, where vast machines were worked 
under his direction. Few persons could tell » good 
story so well ; no man could make more of & trite 
one* I can just remember him — the portly, dignified, 
<^ gentleman of the last generation — grave and 
polite, but full of humour and spirit. In the sum- 
mer of 1787, my father and mother paid Dr. Cart- 
wright a visit at Doncaster ; but when she entered 
the vast building, full of engines thundering with 
resistless power, yet under the apparent manage- 
ment of children, the bare idea of the inevitable 
hazard attendant on such stupendous undertakings, 
quite overcame her feelings, and she burst into 
tears. On their return, Mrs. Elmy paid them a 
visit, and remained for some months with them. 
My mother's mother was a calm, composed, cheer- 
ful old lady, such as all admire, and a& grands 
children adore. She had suffered many heavy 
afflictions, and had long made it her aim to sup- 
press all violent emotions; and she succeeded, if 
perfect serenity of appearance, and the ultimate 
age of ninety-two, be fair indications of the peace 
within* 

In October of the same year occurred a most 
unexpected event, to which I have already alluded 
<^the untimely death of the Duke of Rutland, at 
the viceregal palace, in Ireland. My father had a 
strong personal regard for his Grace, and grieved 
sincerely for the loss of a kind and condescending 
friend. Had he cherished ambitious views, he 
might have grieved for himself too. I have stated, 
that the Duke's disposition was generous and social : 
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these traiis meeting the spirit of the Irish, whom it 
was his wish to attach, and the customs of that 
period unhappily tempting him to prolonged fes- 
tivity, he became a prey to an attack of fever ; and 
the iiedical attendants were said to have overlooked 
that nice point, in inflammatory cases, where reduc* 
tion should cease. He was only in the thirty-fifth 
year of his age ; leaving a young and lovely widow, 
with sit children, the eldest in his ninth year. His 
remains were brought to Bel voir Castle, to be interred 
in the family vault at Bottesford, and my father, of 
course, was present at the melancholy solemnity. 

The widowed Duchess did not forget the protigi 
of her lamented husband : kindly desirous of re- 
taining him in the neighbourhood, she gave him a 
letter to the Lord Chancellor, earnestly requesting 
Inm to exchange the two small livings Mr, Crabbe 
heM in Dorsetshire for two of superior value in the 
^e of Belvoir. My father proceeded to London, 
but was not, on this occasion, very courteously re- 
ceived by Lord Thurlow. " No," he growled ; " by 
G-*d, I will not do this for any man in England." 
Bttthe did it, nevertheless, for a woman in England. 
Y^e good Duchess, on arriving in town, waited on 
"^ personally, to renew her request; and he yielded, 
^y father, having passed the necessary examination 
^ Lambeth, received a dispensation from the Arch* 
*^^hop, and became rector of Muston, in Leicester* 
^'^i^e, and the neighbouring parish of Allington, in 
■""ijicolnshire. 

It was on the 25th of February, 1789, that Mr, 
^'^be left Stathem, and brought his family to the 
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parsonage of Muston. Soon after this his fath< 
My grandfather, soon after my grandmother's 
had married again ; and his new wife bringing 
with her several children by a former husba: 
house became still more uncomfortable than 
for many years before been to the members 
own family. It was on the appearance of 
strangers that my uncle William, the hero 
" Parting Hour," went to sea, never to retun 
many years, the old man's habits had been 
mining his health ; but his end was sudden. 

I am now arrived at that period of my i 
life, when I became conscious of existence ; m 
the happiness I experienced was not quite i 
there was only alloy enough to make it f 
more. The reader himself will judge wha 
nave been the lot of a child of such parents • 
indulgence and fondness were mingled wit 
and solicitude. 

What a pity it seems that the poignant feel 
early youth should ever be blunted, and, as ii 
absorbed in the interests of manhood; tha 
cannot remain, together with the stronger stii 
mature passions — passions so liable to ma 
heart ultimately selfish and cold. It is true, 
could endure the thoughts of remaining a cli 
ever ; but with all that we gain, as we advance 
of the finer and better spirit of the mind app 
evaporate; — seldom do we again feel those 
and innocent impressions, which recalling for 
ment, one could almost cry to retain. No 
then, under peculiar circumstances, this yc 
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. tenderness of feeling does return, when the spirits 

9fe depressed either by fatigue or iUness, or some 

other softening circumstance; and then, especially if 

^e should happen to hear some pleasing melody, even 

chimes or distant bells, a flood of early remem- 

<>ituices and warm afiections flows into the mind, and 

^e dwell on the past with the fondest regret ; for such 

«ccnes are never to return: yet though painful, 

^ese impressions are ever mingled with delight ; we 

^*^ tenacious of their duration, and feel the better 

*or the transient susceptibility 2 — indeed transient ; 

^r soon the music ceases, the fatigue yields to rest, 

^e mind recovers its strength, and straightway all is 

(to such salutary sensations) cold and insensible as 

ik&arble. Surely the most delightful ideas one could 

Connect with this sublunary state would be a union 

of these, vivid impressions of infancy with the 

Warmth and purity of passion in early youth, and 

the judgment of maturity: — perhaps such a union 

Hiight faintly shadow the blessedness that may be 

hereafter. 

How delightful is it to recall the innocent feelings 
of unbounded love, confidence, and respect, asso- 
oiated with my earliest visions of my parents. They 
Appeared to their children not only good, but free 
from any taint of the corruption common to our 
liature ; and such was the strength of the impres- 
aions then received, that hardly could subsequent 
experience ever enable our judgments to modify 
t;hem. Many a happy and indulged child has, no 
^oubt, partaken in the same fond exaggeration ; but 
ours surely had every thing to excuse it. 
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Always visibly happy in the happiness of others, 
especially of children, our father entered into all 
our pleasures, and soothed and cheered us in all our 
little griefs with such overflowing tenderness, that 
it was no wonder we almost worshipped him. My 
first recollection of him is of his carrying me up 
to his private room to prayers, in the summer even- 
ings, about sunset, and rewarding my silence and at- 
tention afterwards with a view of the flower-garden 
through his prism. Then I recall the delight it was 
to me to be permitted to sleep with him during a 
confinement of my mother's, — how I longed for 
the morning, because then he would be sure to tell 
me some fairy tale, of his own invention, all spark- 
ling with gold and diamonds, magic fountains and 
enchanted princesses. In the eye of memory I can 
still see him as he was at that period of his life, — 
his fatheriy countenance, unmixed with any of the 
less loveable expressions that, in too many faces, ob- 
scure that character— but pre-eminently fatherly; 
conveying the ideas of kindness, intellect, and pu- 
rity ; his manner grave, manly, and cheerful, in 
unison with his high and open forehead : his very 
attitudes, whether as he sat absorbed in the arrange- 
ment of his minerals, shells, and insects— or as he 
laboured in his garden until his naturally pale com- 
plexion acquired a tinge of fresh healthy red ; or 
as, coming lightly towards us with some unexpected 
present, his smile of indescribable benevolence spoke 
exultation in the foretaste of our raptures. 

But, I think, even earlier than these are my first 
recollections of mv mother* I think the very earliest 
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is of her as combing my hair one evening, hj the 
light of the fire, which hardly broke the long sha* 
dows of the room, and singing the plaintive air of 
'^ Kitty Fell," till, though I could not have been 
more than three years old, the melody found its way 
into my heart, and the tears dropped down so pro- 
fusely that I was glad the darkness concealed them. 
How mysterious is shame without guilt I 

There are few situations on earth more enviable 
than that of a child on his first journey with indul- 
gent parents ; there is perpetual excitement and 
novelty, — " omne ignotum pro magnijico^^' — and 
At the same time a perfect freedom from care. 
This blessed ignorance of limits and boundaries, and 
absence of all forecast, form the very charm of the 
enchantment : each town appears indefinitely vast, 
each day as if it were never to have a close : no de- 
cline of any kind being dreamt of, the present is en- 
joyed in a way wholly impossible with those who have 
along past to remember, and a dark future to antici- 
pate. Never can I forget my first excursion into 
Snfiblk, in company with my parents. It was in the 
^onth of September, 1790 — (shortly after my mother 
had recovered from her confinement with her fourth 
^D, Edmund Crabbe, who died in his sixth year,) 
— that, dressed in my first suit of boy's clothes, 
C^nd that scarlet), in the height of a delicious season, 
^ Mras mounted beside them in their huge old gig^ 
^^d visited the scenes and the persons familiar to 
'■^e, from my earliest nursery days, in their convers- 
^tif)]| and anecdotes. Sometimes, as we proceeded^ 
^y fi^er read aloud ; sometimes he left us for a 
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yffule to botanise among the hedgerows, and retiime 
with some unsightly weed or bunch of moss, to hii 
precious. Then, in the evening, when we had reache 
our inn, the happy child, instead of being sent earl; 
as usual to bed, was permitted to stretch himself o: 
the carpet, while the reading was resumed, blending 
with sounds which, from novelty, appeared delight 
ful, — the buzzing of the bar, the rattling of wheelf 
the horn of the mail-coach, the gay clamour of th 
streets — every thing to excite and astonish, in th 
midst of safety and repose. My father's countenanc 
at such moments is still befo]:e me ; — with wha 
gentle sympathy did he seem to enjoy the happines 
of childhood I * 

On the third day we reached Parham, and I wa 
introduced to a set of manners and customs, o 
which there remains, perhaps, no counterpart in th* 
present day. My great-uncle's establishment wa 
that of the first-rate yeoman of that period — ^the Yeo 
man that already began to be styled by courtesy ai 
Esquire. Mr. Tovell might possess an estate of somi 
eight hundred pounds per annum, a portion o 
which he himself cultivated. Educated at a mer 
cantile school, he often said of himself, '< Jack wil 
never make a gentleman ;" yet he had a native dig 
nity of mind and of manners, which might have en 
abled him to pass muster in that character witl 
any but very fastidious critics. His house wa/ 
large, and the surrounding moat, the rookery, th< 
ancient dovecot and the well-stored fishponds, 
were such as might have suited a gentleman's seal 
of' some consequence ; but one side of the house 
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immediately overlooked a farm-yard, full of all 
sorts of domestic animals, and the scene of con- 
stant bustle and noise. On entering the house, 
there was nothing at first sight to remind one of the 
^arm: — a spacious hall, paved with black and white 
marble, — at one extremity a very handsome draw- 
ing-room, and at the other a fine old staircase of 
black oak, polished till it was as slippery as ice, 
uid having a chime-clock and a barrel-organ on 
its landing-places. But this drawing-room, a cor- 
i^esponding dining parlour, and a handsome sleeping 
apartment up stairs, 'were all tabooed ground, and 
made use of on great and solemn occasions only — 
>Qch as rent-days, and an occasional visit with 
^ch Mr. Tovell was honoured by a neighbouring 
peer. At all other times the family and their visiters 
Kved entirely in the old-fashioned kitchen along with 
the servants. My great-uncle occupied an arm- 
chair, or, in attacks of gout, a couch on one side of 
& large open chimney. Mrs. Tovell sat at a small 
table, on which, in the evening, stood one small can- 
die, in an iron candlestick, plying her needle by the 
feeble glimmer, surrounded by her maids, all busy 
at the same employment ; but in winter a noble 
block of wood, sometimes the whole circumference 
^^ a pollard, threw its comfortable warmth and 
cheerful blaze over the apartment. 

At a very early hour in the morning, the alarum 
called the maids, and their mistress also; and if 
the former were tardy, a louder alarum, and more 
'Ormidable, was heard chiding the delay — not that 
scolding was peculiar to any occasion, it regularly 
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ran on through all the day, like bells on haitiess, in 
Bpiridng the work, whether it were done ill or wel 
After the important business of the dairy, and 
hasty breakfast, their respective employments wer 
again resumed ; that which the mistress took for he 
especial privilege, being the scrubbing of the floors c 
the state apartments. A new servant, ignorant of he 
presumption, was found one morning on her kneei 
hard at work on the floor of one of these preserve! 
and was thus addressed by her mistress : — " Yo 
wash such floors as these ? Give me the brush tfai 
instant, and troop to the scullery and wash thai 

madam I As true as G — d's in heaven, her 

comes Lord Rochford, to call on Mr. Tovell.— 
Here, take my mantle'' (a blue woollen apron] 
" and I '11 go to the door ! " 

If the sacred apartments had not been opened, th 
family dined on this wise; — the heads seated in th 
kitchen at an old table ; the farm-men standing in th 
adjoining scullery, door open — the female servants a 
a side table, called a botUer ; — with the principals, a 
the table, perchance some travelling rat-catcher, o 
tinker, or farrier, or an occasional gardener in hi 
shirt sleeves, his face probably streaming with per 
spiration. My father well describes, in " TheWidow* 
Tale," my mother's situation, when living in hei 
younger days at Parham : — 

<< But when the men beside their station took, 
^The maidens with them, and with these the cook ; 
When one huge wooden bowl before them stood, 
Fill*d with huge balls of farinaceous food ; 
With bacon, mass saline ! where never lean 
Beneath the brown and bristly rind was seen : 
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Wben» firom a single bom the party drew 
llieir copious draughts of heavy ale and new; 
When the coarse cloth she saw, with many a stain, 
Soil*d by rude hinds who cut and came again ; 
She could not breathe, but, with a heavy tdgh, 
ReinHl the fair neck, and shut the offended eye ; 
She minced the sanguine flesh in frustums fine, 
And wcmder*d much to see the creatures dine." 

On ordinary days, when the dinner was over, the 
^ replenished, the kitchen sanded and lightly swept 
over in waves, mistress and maids, taking off their 
sHoes, retired to their chambers for a nap of one 
l^our to the minute. The dogs and cats commenced 
their siesta by the fire. Mr. Tovell dozed in his chair, 
<uid no noise was heard, except the melancholy and 
monotonous cooing of a turtle-dove, varied, however, 
hy the shrill treble of a canary. After the hour had 
expired, the active part of the family were on the 
ftlert, the bottles (Mr. Tovell's tea equipage) placed 
on the table; and as if by instinct some old acquaint- 
ftBce would glide in for the evening's carousal, and 
then another, and another. If four or five arrived, 
the punchbowl was taken down, and emptied and 
ffled again. But, whoever came, it was compara- 
tively a dull evening, unless two especial Knights 
Companions were of the party; — one was a jolly old 
^^er, with much of the person and humour of 
Falstaff, a face as rosy as brandy could make it, 
^d an eye teeming with subdued merriment; for 
he had that prime quality of a joker, superficial 
gravity : — the other was a relative of the family, a 
Wealthy yeoman, middle-aged, thin, and muscular. 

VOL. I. L 
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He was a bachelor, and famed for his indiscrimin) 
attachment to all who bore the name of woman, 
young or aged, clean or dirty, a lady or a gip 
it mattered not to him ; all were equally admir 
He had peopled the village green ; and it was ; 
marked, that, whoever was the mother, the childi 
might be recognbed in an instant to belong to hi 
Such was the strength of his constitution, th 
though he seldom went to bed sober, he retainec 
clear eye and stentorian voice to his eightieth ye 
and coursed when he was ninety. He sometin 
rendered the colloquies over the bowl peculia 
piquant ; and so soon as his voice began to be e 
vated, one or two of the inmates, my father and n 
ther for example, withdrew with Mrs. Tovell ii 
her own sanctum sanctorum; but I, not being si: 
posed capable of understanding much of what mi^ 
be said, was allowed to linger on the skirts of t 
festive circle ; and the servants, being considei 
much in the same point of view as the anim 
dozing on the hearth, remained, to have the f 
benefit of their wit, neither producing the slight 
restraint, nor feeling it themselves. 

After we had spent some weeks amidst this p 
mitive set, we proceeded to Aldborough, where 
were received with the most cordial welcome by i 
father's sister and her worthy husband, Mr. Spark 
How well do I remember that morning ! — my fatl 
watching the effect of the first view of the sea on \ 
countenance, the tempered joyfulness of his mam 
when he carried me in his arms to the verge of i 
rippling waves, and the nameless delight with whic 
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inhaled the odours of the beach. What variety 

of emotions had he not experienced on that spot I— • 

W immingled would have been his happiness then, 

had bis mother survived to see him as a husband 

and a &ther I 

We visited also on this occasion my grandmother 
Afis. Elmy, and her two daughters, at the delight- 
111] town of Beccles; and never can I forget the 
admiration with which I even then viewed thia 
^em of the Waveney, and the fine old church 
^Beata Ecclesia), which gives name to the place ; 
though, as there were no other children in the housC) 
there were abundant attractions of another kind 
more suited to my years. In fact, Beccles seemed a 
paradise, as we visited from house to house with our 
kind relations. From this town we proceeded to a 
sweet little villa called Normanston, another of the 
early resort^ of my mother and her lover, in the days of 
their anxious affection. Here four or hye spinsters of 
independent fortune had formed a sort of Protestant 
nunnery, the abbess being Miss Blacknell, who 
afterwards deserted it to become the wife of the late 
Admiral Sir Thomas Graves, a lady of dbtinguished 
elegance in her tastes and manners. Another of the 
sisterhood was Miss Waldron, late of Tamworth, — 
dear, good-humoured, hearty, masculine Miss Wal- 
dron, who could sing a jovial song like a fox- 
hunter, and like him I had almost said toss a 
glass ; and yet was there such an air of high tatu 
and such intellect mingled with these manners, that 
the perfect lady was not veiled for a moment, — no, 
not when, with a face rosy red, and an eye beaming 
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with mirth, she would seize a cup and sing " Tobi 
Fillpot," gloiying as it were in her own jollity. Whei 
we took our morning rides, she generally drove m} 
father in her phaeton, and interested him exceed' 
ingly by her strong understanding and conver- 
sational powers. 

After morning prayers read by their clerica 
guest in the elegant boudoir, the carriages came tc 
the door, and we went to some neighbouring town, 
or to the sea-side, or to a camp then formed al 
Hopton, a few miles distant ; more frequently tc 
Lowestoff ; where, one evening, all adjourned to s 
dissenting chapel, to hear the venerable John Wes- 
ley on one of the last of his peregrinations. He wat 
exceedingly old and infirm, and was attended, al- 
most supported in the pulpit, by a young ministei 
on each side. The chapel was crowded to suffo- 
cation. In the course of the sermon, he repeated, 
though with an application of his own, the lines from 
Anacreon — 

« Oft am I by women told, 

Poor AmuMVon ! thou grow*st old ; 
See, thine hairs are falling all, 
Poor Anacreon ! how they fall ! 
Whether I grow old or no, 
fiy these signs I do not know ; 
But this I need not to be told, 
'T is time to Iwe if I grow old.** 

My father was much struck by his reverend ap- 
pearance and his cheerful air, and the beautiful ca- 
dence he gave to these lines ; and, after the service, 
introduced himself to the patriarch, who received 
him with benevolent politeness. 
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Shortly after our return, from SofRolky the par- 
onage at MuBtoH was visited by the late Mr. John 
Nichols, his son, (the present '^ Mr. Urban/') and 
an artist engaged in making drawii^ for the His*- 
tory of Leicestershire. Mr. Crabbe on this occa- 
sion rendered what service he could to a work for 
^hich he had previously, as I hare stated, under- 
taken to write a chapter of natural history; and was 
gratified, after his friend's return to London, by 
& present of smne very fine Dutch engravings of 
plants, splendidly coloured. 

In the spring of the neiEt year (1792) my father 
preached a sermon at the visitation at Grantham, 
^hich so much struck the late Mr. Turner, rector 
of Denton and Wing, who had been commissioaed 
to select a tutor for the sons of the Earl of Bute, 
that he came up after the service and solicited the 
preacher to receive these youi^ noblemen into his 
family. But this he at once declined ; and he never 
acted more wisely than in so doing. Like the late 
Archbishop Moore, when tutor to the sons of the 
Duke of Marlborough, he might easily have *^ read 
a-head" of his pupils, and thus concealed or re^ 
medied the defects of his own education ; but the 
restraint of strange inmates would have been in- 
tolerable in my father's humble parsonage, and 
nothing could have r^iaid him for submitting to such 
an interruption of all his domestic habits and fa- 
vourite pursuits. 

About this time he became intimately acquainted 
with the late Dr. Gordon, precentor of Lincoln, 
father to the present dean, and ray mother and he 

L 3 
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passed some time with him at his residence near th 
cathedral. This was another of those manly, enlarge 
minds, for which he ever felt a strong partiality; an 
on the same grounds he felt the same regard, man 
years afterwards, for his son. 

In October of this year Mr. Crabbe was en 
closing a new garden for botanic specimens, an 
had just completed the walls, when he was suddenl 
summoned into Suffolk to act as executor to Mi 
Tovell, who had been carried off before there wa 
time to announce his illness ; and on his return, afU 
much deliberation (many motives contending againe 
very intelligible scruples), my father determined t 
place a curate at Muston, and to go and reside a 
Parham, taking the charge of some church in tha 
neighbourhood. 

Though tastes and affections, as well as worldl] 
interests, prompted this return to native scenes an< 
early acquaintances, it was a step reluctantly taken 
and, I believe, sincerely repented of. The beginning 
was ominous. As we were slowly quitting the place 
preceded by our furniture, a stranger, though oni 
who knew my father's circumstances, called out ii 
an impressive tone, *' You are wrong, you are wrong.* 
The sound, he said, found an echo in his own con- 
science, and during the whole journey seemed tc 
ring in his ears like a supernatural voice. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 
1792—1804.. 

>(R. CRABBB's RBSIDBNCB in SUFFOLK, — AT PARHAM, 
— AT 6LBMHAM, — AND AT RBNDHAM. 

In November, 1792, we arrived once more at Par- 
ham; — but how changed was every thing since 
I had first visited that house, then the scene of 
constant mirth and hospitality I As I got put of 
the chaise, I remember jumping for very joy, and 
exclaiming, " Here we are — here we are, little 
Willy* and all I" but my spirits sunk into dismay 
'when, on entering the well-known kitchen, all 
there seemed desolate, dreary, and silent. Mrs 
Tovell and her sister-in-law, sitting by the fireside 
weeping, did not even rise up to welcome my pa- 
rents, but uttered a few chilling words, and wept 
again. All this appeared to me as inexplicable as 
forbidding. How little do children dream of the 
alterations that elder people's feelings towards each 
other undergo, when death has caused a transfer of 
property I Our arrival in Sufiblk was by no means 
palatable to all my mother's relations. 

Mrs. £lmy and her sister, Miss Tovell, were their 
brother's co-heiresses: the latter was an ancient 
maiden, living in a cottage hard by, and persuaded 

* My father's seventh and youngest ctuld 
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that every thing ought to have been left to her o 
management. I think I see her now, with her ivo 
tipped walking-cane, a foo^, at least, above her he 
scolding about some chan^ that would, as she si 
have made **'Jacky" (her late brother), if he had si 
it, shake in his grave, — the said change bei 
perhaps, the removal of a print firom one room 
another, and my ^Either having purchased every at 
of the furniture when he came into the house. 

My father being at least as accessible to 
slightest mark of kindness as to any species of 
fence, the cool old dame used to boast, not with* 
reason, that she could <^ sorew Crabbe up and do 
like a fiddle." Every now and then she screv 
her violin a little too tightly; but still there i 
never any real malice on either side. When, so 
time after, the hand of death was on Miss Tov 
she sent for Mr. Crabbe, and was attended by I 
with the greatest tenderness; nor did she at 1 
execute her oft-repeated threat of making a cad 
— Anglici, a codicil — to her will. 

In many circumstances, besides, my father fov 
the disadvantage of succeeding such a man as ]) 
Tovell. He invited none of the old compotatc 
and if they came, received them but coolly ; an( 
was soon said that ^< Parham had passed away, a 
the glory thereof." When the paper of parish ra 
came round, he perceived that he was placed oi 
much higher scale of payment than his wealthy p 
decessor had ever been for the very same occupatic 
and when he complained of this, he was told v< 
plainly,^" Why, sir, Mr. Tovell was a good nei§ 
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^iir: we all miss him sadly; and soy I suppose, 

do you, sir ; and — and " " I understand you,*' 

said my Hetther, ^* perfectly ; now, sir, I refuse this 
i^t:e : take your remedy/' He resisted this charge ; 
^^d the consequences may be guessed. 

Having detected the bailiff in some connection 
^^th smugglers, he charged him with the fact. The 
^oetsui flew into a violent passion, grasped a knife, and 
C!^<ilaimed, with a» inflamed countenance, ** No man 
ftliall call me a rogue I " My father smiled at his 
i^^ige, and said, in a quiet tone, — << Now, Robert, 
yon are too much for me: put down your knife, and 
^en we can talk on equal terms." The man hesi- 
tated : my fatiher added, lifting his voice, *^ Get out 
of the house, you scoundrel I " and he was obeyed. 
On all occasions, indeed, he appeared to have a 
perfect insensibility to physical danger. 

I have said that Mr. and Mrs. Crabbe were not 
in the habit of visiting. In fact, his father's station 
^Uid straitened circumstances, and the customs of his 
native place, had prevented his forming any early 
^blt of such intercourse. His own domestic and 
Htefafy pursuits indisposed him still further; and 
niy mother's ill health combined to prevent any 
i^egular sociality with the families in their neigh- 
^^Hnirhood; but both at Muston and Parham they 
^^ad some valued friends occasionally residing with 
them for many weeks, especially an old lady of Aid- 
borough^ who had been intimate with my father's 
family, and was fallen into poverty, aAd who was 
®ver received with cordiality and respect. But, 
^ one house in the vicinity of Parham, my father 
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was a firequent visiter. To Mr. Dudley North h 
felt himself attached by the ties of gratitude, an 
strongly attracted both by the mutual knowledge c 
Mr. Burke, Mr. Fox, and other public characters, an 
6y his own superior mind and manners ; for thougl 
according to Mr. Boswell's account of a convers 
ation. Dr. Johnson mentions him somewhat lightl 
to Mrs. Thrale, yet it is to be remembered that tha 
lady provoked him to it by her reiterated eulogiun 
and, moreover, that Mr. North was a Whig. Bi: 
he was distinguished, even among the eminent cha 
raeters of the day, for the high polish of his man 
ners and the brilliancy of his wit. Though a siler 
member of the house (for he had a strong impedi 
ment in his utterance), " yet," said Mr. Fox, " w 
owe to Dudley's suggestions some of the best hil 
we have made." 

From this friend, whose seat (Little Glemhai 
Hall) was within two miles of Parham, my fathc 
received every kindness and attention. I remembe 
a well-stored medicine chest arriving one momin 
— for Mr. Crabbe still continued to administer t 
the poor gratis — and game, fruit, and other pre 
duce of his domain were sent in profusion. It ws 
in the autumn of ITS^, or 1795, that he had th 
honour of meeting at Mr. North's, a large part 
of some of the most eminent men in the kingdom,- 
the Honourable Charles (now Earl) Grey, the Ea 
of Lauderdale, Mr. Fox, Mr. Roger Wilbrahan 
Dr. Parr, Mr. St. John, and several other publi 
characters. Mr. Fox, cordially recognising my fi 
ther, expressed his disappointment that his pen ha 
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l>een so long unemployed ; and it was then that he 
promised to revise any future poem which Mr. Crabbe 
might prepare for publication. One day, — for it was 
a. shooting party, and they stayed about a fortnight, — 
in passing from the saloon to the dining-room, while 
there was a momentary pause, Mr. Fox playfully 
pushed my father first, saying, " If he had had his 
deserts*, he would have walked before us all." If 
this was an unmerited compliment, it was, assuredly 
a very good-humoured one. 

Annoyances out of doors and within probably in 
ducedhim, shortly after his arrival in Suffolk, to pay a 
visit of several months to his sister atAldborough; and 
^hen there, he had the great satisfaction of placing 
my brother John and myself under the tuition of one 
of the good old dames who had taught himself his 
letters. On returning to Parham, he undertook the 
charge of Swefling, for the respected incumbent of 
that parish, the Reverend Richard Turner of Great 
Yarmouth. Another curacy (Great Glemham) was 
shortly added to this ; and, thenceforth, his occu- 
pations and habits were very much what they had 
used to be at Muston. 

He had been about four years at Parham before an-* 
other residence, quite suitable to his views, presented 
itself; and the opportunity of changing occurred at 
a moment when it was more than ever to be desired. 
In March, 1796, Mr. Crabbe lost his third son, a fine 
promising lad, then in his sixth year. His family had 
been seven, and they were now reduced to two. The 

* Alluding to his station at BeWoir. 
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loss of this child was so severely leH by my mother, 
that it caused a nerrous disorder, flrom which she 
never entirely recovered ; and it became my fath^'s 
very earnest wish to quit Parham, where the thoughts 
of that loss were unavoidably cherished. Great 
Glemham Hall, a house belonging to Mr. North, be- 
coming vacant at that time, he very obligingly in. 
vited my father to be his tenant, at a greatly reduced 
rent ; and, on the 17th of October^ the lares were 
removed from Parham, where they had been always 
unpropitious, to this beautlM residence, where my 
parents remained for four or five years, to their 
entire satisfaction. The situation was delightful in 
itself, and extremely convenient for the clerical duties 
my father had to perform. I was now placed at 
school at Ipswich, under the care of the late ex- 
cellent Mr. King, in whom my father had the most 
perfect confidence; but I passed, of course, my 
vacations at home ; and never can I cease to look 
back to my days at Glemham as the golden spot of 
my existence. 

In June, 1798, on Mr. King's retiring from the 
school at Ipswich, I returned home finally ; for it 
was soon resolved that I should not be sent to anv 
other master, but that my brother and myself should 
prepare for the University under our father's own care. 
If I except occasional visits of a month or two to 
Muston, the associations of our happiest years are 
all with Glemham and other scenes in his native 
county. Glemham itself is, and ever will be, the 
Alhambra of my imagination. That glorious palace 
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yet exists; ours is levelled with the ground.* A 
small weU- wooded park occupied the whole mouth 
of the glen, whence, doubtless, the name of the 
Tillage was derived. In the lowest ground stood 
the commodious mansion; the approach wound 
down through a plantation on the eminence in front. 
The opposite hill rose at the back of it, rich and 
varied with trees and shrubs scattered irregularly ; 
imder this southern hill ran a brook, and on tiie 
banks above it were spots of great natural beauty, 
crowned by whitethorn and oak. Here the purple- 
scented violet perfumed the air, and in one place 
coloured the ground. On the left of the front, in 
the narrower portion of the glen, was the village ; on 
the right, a confined view of richly wooded fields. 
In hct, the whole parish and neighbourhood re- 
semble a combination of groves, interspersed with 
:£dds cultivated like gardens, and intersected with 
"those green dry lanes which tempt the walker in all 
^weathers, especially in the evenings, when in the 
short grass of the dry sandy banks lies every few 
"jmda a glowworm, and the nightingales are pouring 
:£orth their melody in every direction. 

My &ther was a skilful mathematician ; and im- 
])erfeetly as he had been grounded in the classics at 
school, he had, as I have stated, been induced, by 
"various motives, to become a very respectable scho- 
lar ; and not the least of these motives was his strong 
^partiality for Latin poetry, which continued to the 



* A new and el^ant mansion has been built on the hill, 
1>7 Dr. Kilderbee, who bought the estate. 
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last, — his library table, and eren his bed-room 
being seldom without some fiiTonrite work of thi 
description. But, there may be great defects ii 
a domestic education, without any want of know 
ledge in the master. Seldom is such tuition carrie< 
on with strict r^ularity and perseverance, fo 
fiunily interruptions unavoidably occur daily; ani 
such an indulgent mind as his, conscious, too, of it 
own hatred to restraint, was not likely to enforce th' 
necessary discipline. So that, to my infinite satis 
faction, this new academy had much more of vaca 
tion than term-time: contrasted with Ipswich, i 
seemed little else than one glorious holiday. 

The sunmier evenings especially, at this place 
dwell on my memory like a delightful dream. Whei 
we had finished our lessons, if we did not adjoun 
with my father to the garden to work in our own plats 
we generally took a family walk through the greei 
lanes around Glemham ; where, at every turn, stand 
a cottage or a farm, and not collected into a street 
as in some parts of the kingdom, leaving the lan< 
naked and forlorn. Along these we wandered some 
times till the moon had risen, — my mother leading j 
favourite little niece who lived with us, my fathe 
reading some novel aloud, while my brother and '. 
caught moths or other insects to add to his col 
lection Since I have mentioned novels, I may sa^ 
that even from the most trite of these fictions, b 
could sometimes catch a train of ideas that wa 
turned to an excellent use ; so that he seldom passe( 
a day without reading part of some such work 
and was never very select in the choice of them. T( 
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US they were all, in those days, interesting, for they 
suggested some pleasing imaginings, the idea of some 
pretty little innocent-looking village heroine, per- 
haps, whom we had seen at church, or in a ramble ; 
and while he read Mrs. Inchbald's deeply pathetic 
story, called " Nature and Art," one evening, I be- 
lieve some such association almost broke our hearts. 
When it was too dark to see, he would take a battle- 
dore and join us in the pursuit of the moths, or carry 
his little favourite if she were tired, and so we pro- 
ceeded homeward, while on the right and left, before 
^^d behind, the nightingales (I never heard so 
^any as among those woods) were pouring out 
^eir melody, sometimes three or four at once. And 
*iOw we fill the margin of our hats with glowworms 
^ place upon the lawn before our windows, and 
^each the house only in time for supper. 

In the winter evenings the reading was carried on 
*Uore systematically, and we had generally books of 
ft superior description; for a friend lent us every 
Christmas a large box of the most reputable works 
Recently published, especially of travels ; and never 
Can I forget the deep interest with which we heard 
Uiy father read Stedman's Surinam, Park's Africa, 
Macartney*s China, and several similar publications 
of that period. He read in that natural and easy 
Ynanner, that permits the whole attention to be given 
to the subject. Some (I think miscalled '< good 
i*eaders") are so wonderfully correct and emphatic, 
that we are obliged to think of the reading, instead 
of the story. In repeating any thing of a pathetic 
iiature, I never heard his equal; nay, there was a 
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nameless something about his intonation, which covld 
sometimes make even a ludicrous stanza affecting. 
We had been staying a week at a friend's hoiMW 
(a very unusual circumstance), and among his large 
and fine family was one daughter so eminently beau- 
tiful and graceful as to excite general admiration ; and 
the writer (now fifteen) very naturally fancied him- 
self deeply in love with her. On returning home, mj 
heart was too full to trust myself near the chaise, so 
I rode far behind, calling the setting sun and the 
golden tints of the west to witness my most solemn 
determination to raise myself to a rank wortiby of 
this young enchantress. We stopped at an inn to 
rest the horses, and my father began to read aloufl 
the well-known mock heroic from the '< Anti- 
jacobin,*' — 

** Barbs ! barbs ! alas ! how swift ye flew 
Her neat post* wagon trotting in ! 
Ye bore Matilda from my view. 
Forlorn I languish'd at the U- 
niversity of Gottingen, 
niversity of Gottingen.*' 

In itself the song is an exquisite burlesque ; but the 
cadence he gave it was entirely irresistible, and at the 
words, " Sweet, sweet, Matilda Pottingen," I could 
suppress the accumulated grief no longer. << O 
ho I " said he, << I see how the case is now!" and he 
shut the book, and soothed me with inexpressible 
kindness. 

My father, now about his forty-sixth year, was 
much more stout and healthy than when I first re- 
member him. Soon after that early period^ he 
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sw^ngitBt to Tertigoes^ which he thought in- 

Astbe «f a tendenc J to apoplexy ; and was occa^ 

- oanallf hied iBther profusely, which only increased 

fe Bymptoms. When lie preached his first sermon 

itMufitoai, in the year 1789, my mother foreboded, 

AS she afterwards tdd us, that he would preach 

^^ few more : but it was on one of his early 

J^Morneys into Suffolk, in passing through Ipswich, 

that he had the most alarming attack. Having left 

^ jnother at the inn^ he walked into the town 

^ae, and smidenly staggered in the street, and felL 

He vas lifted up by the passengers, and oyerheard 

some one. say, significantly, ^ Let die gentleman 

•lofB, he wifl be better by and by;" for his fell was 

attributed to the botde. He was assisted to his room, 

^ud the late Dr. Clubbe was sent for, who after 

^ little examination, naw through the case with great 

l^gment. ** There is nothing the matter with your 

^cad," he observed, -** nor any apoplectic tendency ; 

let the digestive organs bear the whole blame : you 

^st take opiaftes." From that time his health 

*^^gan to amend rapidly, and his constitution was re- 

'^vated:; -a rare effect of opium, for that drug almost 

fthrays inflictB some partial injury, even when it is 

^^coeaBary: imt to him it was only salutary — and 

^ a«BQDfltant Init slightly increasing dose of it may be 

^'^tftHmled his long and generally healthy life. His 

f^^fmaal appeacazioe also was improved with his 

oQiiibhamd his yeaxs. This is by no means an uncom- 

^'^'^^ ease:: ]&aiiy.an ordinary youth has widened and 

'^^^^ded into a well-looking dignified middle-aged 

''^^ili HiBjepuntenaflioe was never ordinary, but health 

M 
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of itself gives a new charm to any features ; and 

figure, which in his early years had been rather 

and weakly, was now muscular and almost athletics ^ 

During the whole time my father officiated L^:^^ 
Suffolk, he was a popular preacher, and had alwa)^'^ 
large congregations; for, notwithstanding what ^ 

have observed on this subject, and that he adopter ^ 

not what are called evangelical principles^ yet 
he deemed a gospel preacher : but this term, as 
was applied then and there, fell short of the mean 
ing it now conveys. It signified simply a ministe^^^^ 
who urges his flock to virtuous conduct, by pladn^^s^- 
a future award ever full in their view, instead or:^^ 
dwelling on the temporal motives rendered so 
minent at that time by many of his brethren. 

His style of reading in the desk was easy anc 
natural — at any rate, natural to him, though a 
tidious ear might find in it a species of affectation, 
something a little like assumed authority ; but 
was no tone, nothing of sing-song. He read 
rapidly, it is true: but surely this was an erroi 
on the right side. The extremely slow enunciatioi 
of matter so very familiar is enough to make piety — "^ 

itself impatient. In the pulpit he was entirely un- 

affected — read his sermon with earnestness, and in 
a voice and manner, on some occasions, pecnliarly 
affecting; but he made no attempt at extempore 
preaching, and utterly disregarded all the mechanism 
of oratory. And he had at that time another trait, 
very desirable in a minister, — the most complete ex- 
emption from fear or solicitude. ^* I must have some 
money, gentlemen/' he would say, in stepping fironL 
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the pulpit Tlds was his notice of tithe-day. Once 
or twice, finding it grow dark, he abruptly shut his 
sennon, saying, " Upon my word I cannot see ; I 
must give you the rest when we meet again." Or, 
be would walk into a pew near a window, and stand 
on the seat and finish his sermon, with the most ad- 
mirable indifference to the remarks of his congre- 
gation. He was always^ like his own Author-Rector, 
in the Parish Register, << careless of hood and 
hand," &c. 

I have mentioned that my mother was attacked, 
on the death of her son Edmund, by a nervous dis- 
order ; and it proved of an increasing and very la- 
mentable kind; for, during the hotter months of almost 
every year,. she was oppressed by the deepest de- 
jection of spirits I ever witnessed in any one, and 
this circumstance alone was sufficient to undermine 
Hie happiness of so feeling a mind as my father's. 
Fortunately for both, there were long intervals, in 
which, if her spirits were a little too high, the relief 
to herself and others was great indeed. Then she 
would sing over her old tunes again — and be the 
frank, cordial, charming woman of earlier days. 

This severe domestic affliction, however, did not 
seriously interrupt my father's pursuits and studies, 
although I think it probable that it was one of the 
main causes of that long abstinence from society, 
which has already been alluded to as one of the 
most remarkable features in his personal history. 
He continued at Glemham, as he had done at 
Parham and Muston, the practice of literary com- 
position. My brother says, in a memorandum 

M 2 
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now before me, ''While searching for and 
ixdag plants or insects, he was moidding 
into measure and smoothness. No one w 
served him at these times could doubt that 
joyed exquisite pleasure in composing. I 
a degree of action while thus walking ai 
sifying, which I hardly ever observed w; 
was preaching or reading. The hand was 
up and down; the pace quickened. He was 
theless, fond of considering poetical compos 
a species of task and labour, and would say, ' 
been hard at work, and have had a good mot 
My faUier taught himself both French and 
80 as to read «nd enjoy the best a;uthors ii 
language, though he knew nothing of their pr 
ation. He also continued all through his re 
in Suffolk the botanical and entomological st 
which he had been so early devoted. I rathe 
indeed, that tiiis was, of his whole life, iht 
during which he carried tiie gi^atei^ and mo 
fatigable zeal into his researches in Natural ] 
There v/as, perhaps, no one of its departai 
which he did not, at some time or other, to 
peculiar ardour ; but, generally speaking, I 
be inclined to say, that those usually consid 
the least inviting had the highest attracti 
him. In botany, grasses, the most useful, 
least ornamental, were his favourites ; in m 
the earths and sands ; in entomology, the i 
insects. His devotion to these pursuits appc 
proceed purely ^m the lore of science £ 
increase of knowledge — at all events, he 
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seemed to be captivated with the mere beauty of 
natural objects, or even to catch any taste for the 
arrangement of his own specimens. Within the 
hoQse was a kind of scientific confusion; in the 
garden, the usual showy foreigners gave place to the 
most scarce flowers^ and especially to the rarer weeds, 
of Britain ; and these were scattered here and there 
only for preservation. In fact, he neither loved order 
for its own sake, nor had any very high opinion of 
that passion in others ; witness his words, in the tale 
of Stephen Jones, the ^* Learned Boy," — 

** The hve of order — I the thing receive 

Wtom reverend men — and I in part believe — - 
* Shows a clear mind and clean, and whoso needs 
This love, but seldom in the world succeeds. 
Still has the love qf order found a place 
With all that *s low, degrading, mean, and base ; 
VHth all that merits scorn, and all that meets disgrace. 
In the cold miser of all change afraid. 
In pompous men in public seats obey'd, 
In humble placemen, heralds, solemn drones* 
Fanciers of flowers, and lads like Stephen Jones ; 
Order to these is armour and defence, 
And love of method serves for lack of sense." 

Whatever truth there may be in these lines, 
it is certain that this insensibility to the beauty 
of curder was a defect in his own mind; arising 
from what I must call his want of taste. There 
are, no doubt, very beautiful detached passages 
in his writings, -^passages apparently full of this 
very quality. It is not, however, in detached 
jmrta of a poem that the criterion of this principle 
{troperly lies, but in the conduct of the whole ; in 

M 3 
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the selection of the subject and its amplificaticHis ^s 
In the relative disposition and comparative promi- 
nency of the parts, and in the contrasts afforded. by-*" 
bearing lightly or heavily on the pencil. In these 
things Mr. Crabbe is generally admitted to be not a « 
littie deficient ; and what can demonstrate the high 
nuJk of his other qualifications better than the fact» 
that he could acquire such a reputation in spite of 
BO serious a disadvantage ? This view of his mind, 
I must add, is confirmed by his remarkable indif- 
ference to almost all the proper objects of taste. 
He had no real love for painting, or music, or 
architecture, or for what a painter's eye considers as 
the beauties of landscape. But he had a passion for 
science — the science of the human mind, first ; — 
then, that of nature in general ; and, lastly, that of 
abstract quantities. His powerful intellect did not 
seem to require the ideas of sense to move it to en- 
joyment, but he could at all times find luxury in 
the most dry and forbidding calculations. 

One of his chief labours at this period was the 
completion of the English Treatise on Botany, which 
I mentioned at an earlier page of this narrative, and 
the destruction of which I still think of with some 
regret. He had even gone so far as to propose 
its publication to Mr. Dodsley, before the scruples 
of another interfered, and made him put the manu- 
script into the fire. But among other prose writ- 
ings of the same period some were of a class 
which, perhaps, few have ever suspected Mr. Crabbe 
of meddling with, though it be one in which so 
many of his poetical contemporaries have earned 
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bjgii distinction. During one or two of his win- 
ders in Suffolk, he gave most of his evening hours to 
^e. writing of Navels^ and he brought not less than 
^^hree such works to a conclusion. The first was en- 
titled " The Widow Grey;'* but I recollect nothing 
of it except that the principal character was a be- 
'levolent humourist, a Dr. Allison. The next was 
called ^' Reginald Glanshaw, or the Man who com- 
manded Success ;" a portrait of an assuming, over- 
bearing, ambitious mind, rendered interesting by 
some generous virtues, and gradually wearing down 
into idiotism. I cannot help thinking that this Glan- 
shaw was drawn with very extraordinary power ; but 
the story was not well managed in the details. I 
forget the titie of his third novel ; but I clearly re- 
Ukember that it opened with a description of a 
'Wretched room, similar to some that are presented 
in his poetry, and that, on my mother s telling him 
frankly that she thought the effect very inferior to that 
of the corresponding pieces in verse, he paused in his 
leading, and, after some reflection, said, " Your re- 
mark is just." The result was a leisurely examin- 
ation of all these manuscript novels, and another of 
those grand incremations which, at an earlier pe- 
riod, had been sport to his children. The prefaces 
and dedications to his poems have been commended 
for simple elegance of language ; nor was it in 
point of diction, I believe, that his novels would 
have been found defective, but rather in that want 
of skill and taste for order and arrangement. Which 
I have before noticed as displayed even in his phy- 
riological pursuits. 

M 4; 
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He had now accumulated so many poettcat pii 
of various descriptions, that he began to think 
spearing once more in the capacity which hadK 
first made him known to fame. In the course of 
the year 1799, he opened a communication wil 
Mr. Hatchard, the well-known booksdler^ and W2 
encouraged to prepare for publication a series 
poems, sufficient to fill a volume — among otherSf*^ 
one on the Scripture st(Hry of Naaman; another,^ 
strange contrast! entitled ^< Gipsy Will;*' and a.^ 
third founded on the legend of the Pedlar of Swaff- — 
ham. But before finally committing his reputation ^ 
to the hazards of a new appearance, he judiciously ^ 
palised to consult the well-known taste of the Reve« ^ 
rend Richard Turner, already mentioned as rector '' 
of Swefiiing. This friendly critic advised further * 
revision, and his own mature opinion coincidiiq^ 
with that thus modestly hinted, he finaUy rejected 
the tales I have named altogether ; deferred for a 
further period of eight years his re-appearance as a 
poetical author ; and meantime began '' The Parish 
Register," and gradually finished it xmd the smaller 
pieces, which issued with it from the press in 1807. 

Since I have been led to mention Mr. Turner 
in this manner, let me be pardoned for adding, that 
one of the chief sources of comfort all throng my 
father's residence in Sufiblk was his connection with 
thb honoured man. He considered his judgm^dt 
a sure safeguard and reliance in all cases practical 
and literary. The peculiar characteristic of his 
vigorous mind being an interest, not a seeming, buty 
a real interest, in every object of nature and art, he 
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liad stored it with multifarious knowledge, and had 
the faculty of imparting some portion of the interest 
he felt on aU subjects, by the zeal and relish with 
which he discussed them. With my father he would 
converse on natural history, as if this had been his 
whole study ; with my mother, on mechanical con- 
trivances and new inventions, for use or ornament, 
as if that were an exclusive taste ; while he would 
amuse us young folks with well-told anecdotes, and 
to walk or ride with him was considered our hap- 
piest privil^e. Mr. Turner is too extensively and 
honourably known to need any such eulogy as 1 
can oWbt ; but my father's most intimate friend and 
<iho8en critic will forgive the effusion of my regard 
and respect. While at Glemham, as at Parham, my 
father rarely visited any neighbours except Mr. 
Korth and his brother Mr. Long ; nor did he often 
receive any visiters. But one week in every year 
vas to him, and to all his household, a period of 
peculiar enjoyment, — that during which he had Mr. 
Tomer for his guest. 

About this time, the bishops began very properly to 
uige all non-resident incumbents to return to their 
livings ; and Mr. Dudley North, willing to retain my 
father in his neighbourhood, took the trouble to call 
upon the Bishop of Lincoln, Dr. Prettyman, and to 
request that Mr. Crabbe might remain in Suffolk ; 
adding as an argument in favour of the solicited 
indulgence, his kindness and attention to his present 
parishioners. But his Lordship would not yield — ob- 
serving, that they of Muston and Allington had a prior 
claim. " Now," said Mr. North, when he reported 
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his failure, '^ we must try and procure you an 
cumbency here ;'* and one in his own gift becoming - 
vacant, he very obligingly offered it to my fatheiSB 
This living * was, however, too small to be held singly^k« 
and he prepared ultimately (having obtained an ad ^ 
ditioiial furlough of four years) to return to his. J 
own parishes. His strong partiality to Suffolk wass- 
not the only motive for desiring to remain in tha~=^ 
county, and near to all our relatives on both sides 
he would have sacrificed mere personal inclinatio£=3 
without hesitation ; but he was looking to the in— — 
terests of his children. 

In the autumn of 1801,. Mr. North and his bro- 
ther, having a joint property in the Glemham estate^K 
agreed to divide by selling it ; and in October w< 
left this sweet place, and entered a house at Rend- 
ham, a neighbouring village, for the four years 
were to remain in the East Angles. 

In July, 1802, my father paid his last visit to - 
Muston, previous to his final return. We passed 
through Cambridge in the week of the commence- 
ment ; and he was introduced by the Vice-Master of^ 
Trinity to the present Duke of Rutland, whom he 
had not seen since he was a child, and to several 
other public characters. I then saw from the gal- 
lery of the Senate House the academical ceremonies 
in all their imposing effect, and viewed them with 
the more interest, because I was soon after to be 
admitted to Trinity. The area below was entirely 

* The two Glemhams, both in the gift of Mrs. North, were 
lately presented to my brother John, who is now the incum- ' 
bent. 



CAMBRIDGE. 171 

filled. The late Duchess of Rutland attracted much 
admiration. There were the Bishops of Lincoln, 
and Bath and Wells, and many others of high 
rank; but, conspicuous above all^ the command- 
ing height and noble bust, and intellectual and 
dignified countenance of Mr. Pitt. I fancied — per- 
haps, it was only partiality — that there was, in that 
assembly, another high forehead very like his. 

My father haunted the Botanic Garden whenever 
he was at Cambridge, and he had a strong partiality 
for the late worthy curator, Mr. James Donm 
"Donn is — Donn is," said he one day, seeking an 
appropriate epithet, — "a man," said my mother, — 
and it was agreed that it was the very word. And, 
should any reader of these pages remember that 
independent, unassuming, but uncompromising cha- 
lkier, he will assent to the distinction. He had 
^0 little-minded suspicions, or narrow self-interest, 
lie read my father's character at once, — felt assured 
of his honour, and when he rang at the gate for ad- 
^HiasioiL to pass the morning in selecting such du- 
I^licates of plants as could be well spared from the 
^aid^iy Donn would receive us with a grave, bene- 
>^olent smile, which said, " Dear Sir, you are freely 
^Vrdcome to wander where, and to select what, you 
"VriU,— I am sure you will do us no injury." 

On our return through Cambridge, I was ex- 

^minedy and entered ; and in October, 1803, went to 

^^eside. When I left college for the Christmas vaca^- 

^on, I found my father and mother stationed at 

-Aldborough for the winter, and was told of a very 

^gular circumstance which had occurred while I* 
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was absent. My father had received a letter from 
stranger, signing his name << Aldersey*' (dated froi 
Ludlow), stating that, having read his publieatioi 
he felt a strong inclination to have the pleasure 
his society — that he possessed property enough fo 
both, and requested him to relinquish any engage ^ 
ments he might have of a professional nature> 
reside with him. The most remarkable part of th^.-^ 
matter was, the perfect coherency with which this-S 
strange offer was expressed. 

One day about this time, casually stepping into ^b& 
bookseller's at Ipswich, my father first saw the <* L a^^I- 
of the last Minstrel." A few words only riveteC-^ 
his attention, and he read it nearly through whil^v^ - 
standing at the counter, observing, ^< a new 
great poet has appeared I " How often have I 
him repeat those striking lines near the commence—— 
ment of that poem : ^-^ 

•** Tl^e lady 's gone into her secret ceD, 
Jesu Maria ! shield us well ! *' 

He was for several years, like many other 
a cool admirer of the earlier and shorter poems o: 
what is called the Lake School ; but, even when h 
smiled at the exceeding simplicity of the language,^ 
evidently found something in it peculiarly attractive 
for there were few modern works which he opened — - 
so frequently — and he soon felt and acknowledged^ 
with the public, that, in that simplicity was v€41ed — 
genius of the greatest magnitude. Of Bums he^^ 
was ever as enthusiastic an admirer as the warmest^ 
of his own countrymen. On his high appreeiatioiw. 
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oi th« iQore recent works of his distinguished con« 

temporuiesy it is neecyess to dwell.* 

I have not much more to say with respect to my 
iktker's secoiKl residence in Suffolk ; but I must 
mi difiifin this period — a considerable one in 
tkc sum of his life — without making some allusion 
Id certain mmours whk;h, long before it terminated, 
Iftd reaiciHed his own parish of Muston, and disin- 
elmed the hearts of many of the coimtry people 
there to receive him, when he again returned among 
them, with all the warmth of former days. When 
irst it was reported among those villagers by a 
casual traveller from Suffolk, that Mr. €rabbe was a 
JuoMn^ there were few to believe the story,—" it 
must be a ioy, for the rector had always been a good 
kind gentleman, and much noticed by the Dvke;** 



* My brother says on tius subject, — " He heartily assented 
10 tte uaxfan, that — allowing « fair time, kMiger in some 
cases than in others -^ a book would find its proper level ; and 
that a well-filled theatre would form a just opinion of a play 
or an actor. Tet he would not timidly wait the decision of 
tii^ public, biiit give his opinion fVeely. Soon after Woverley 
appeared, be was in a company where a gentleman of some lite- 
nay weight Was speaking of it in a disparaging tone. A lady 
tlrfwiititfi' tbfc new novel, but with « timid reserve. Mr. Crabbe 
called out, * Do not be fi%htened, Madam ; you are right : 
speak your opinion boldly.' Yet he did not altogether like 
Sbr Walters pmidpatl male chacracters. He thouglit they wanted 
gendteesB and vrbaaiQr ; especially Quentin Durwaid, Halbert 
Glendinningy and Nigel. He said Colonel Mannering*s age and 
pcfeoliar dtoation excused his haughtiness ; but he disliked fierce- 
ne* :aiid igUrylng, and the tndt be ^spedally admired in Prince 
Henry, was his greatness of mind in yielding the credit of 
Hotspur's death to his old companion FalstafiT. Henry, at 
Ag m c cMut, < -covetous of honour* was ordinary^ he said, to 
Has." 
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but by degrees the tale was more and more dlssen::^ 
inated, and at length it gained a pretty general 
dence among a population, which, being pure] 
agricultural, — and, therefore, connecting every n( 
tion of what was praiseworthy with the mainteniuu 
of the war that, undoubtedly, had raised agriculture^ 
prices to an unprecedented scale, — was affected in 
manner extremely disagreeable to my father's feel^B 
Ings, and even worldly interests, by such an imprests 
sion as thus originated. The truth is, that m^- 
father never was a politician, — that is to say, hm^ 
never allowed political affairs to occupy much o^c: 
his mind at any period of his life, or thought either ^^ 
better or worse of any individual for the bias he hac^ 
received. But he did not, certainly, approve o'-^ 
the origin of the war that was raging while hmi^ 
lived at Parham, Glemham, and Rendham; noKi^ 
did he ever conceal his opinion, that this war unghM^^ 
have been avoided, — and hence, in proportion 
the weight of his local character, he gave offence 
persons maintaining the diametrically opposite viei 
of public matters at that peculiar crisis. As 
the term Jacobin, I shall say only one word. Nonc^ 
could have been less fitly applied to him at any^ 
period of his life. He was one of the innumerable^ 
good men who, indeed, hailed the beginning of the^ 
French Revolution, but who execrated its close*.^- 
No syllable in approbation of Jacobins or Jacobinisi 
ever came from his tongue or from his pen; anc 
as to the '< child and champion of Jacobinism," Na^ 
poleon had not long pursued his career of ambition,, 
before my father was well convinced that to put. 



SUFFOLK. 175 

him down was the first duty of every nation that 

wished to be happy and free. 

With respect to the gradual change which his 

_ early sentiments on political subjects in general un- 

, r questionably underwent, I may as well, perhaps, say 

a word or two here ; for the topic is one I have no 

wish to recur to again. 

Perhaps the natural tendency of every young man 
who is conscious of powers and capabilities above 
Ids station, is, to adopt what are called popular or 
liberal opinions. He peculiarly feels the disadvan- 
tages of his own class, and is tempted to look with 
jealousy on all those who, with less natural talent, 
enjoy superior privileges. But^ if this young man 
should succeed in raising himself by his talents into 
a higher walk of society, it is perhaps equally na- 
tural that he should imbibe aristocratic senti- 
ments : feeling the reward of his exertions to be 
Valuable in proportion to the superiority of his ac- 
quired station, he becomes an advocate for the 
privileges of rank in general, reconciling his de- 
sertion of the exclusive interests of his former 
caste, by alleging the facility of his own rise. And 
if he should be assisted by patronage, and become 
acquainted with his patrons, the principle of gra. 
^tude, and the opportunity of witnessing the man- 
ners of the great, would contribute materially to this 
change in his feelings. Such is, probably, the natural 
tendency of such a rise in society ; and, in truth, I do 
not think Mr. Crabbe's case was an exception. The 
popular opinions of his father were, I think, origin- 
ally embraced by him rather from the unconscious 
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inflmeoce I have allnded to, than from tin delibeiat^ 
conviction of his j udgment. But his was no ordinaiy 
mind, and he did not desert them marely froon the 
vo^ar motive of interest At Belvoir he had more 
tiian once to drink a glass of sah water, because h^ 
would not join in Tory toasts. He preserved his earlj^ 
partialities through all this trying time of Tory pa^ 
tronage; and of course he felt, on the whole, a greater^ 
political accord with the owner of Glemhaoa and — 
his distinguished guests. But when, in ibe iaier*" 
portion of his life, he became still Bstore intunala^ 
wkk tibe highest ranks of society, and mingled witib^ 
liiem, not as a young person whose fortmie -was not:^ 
made, and who had therefore to assert his Independ— * 
enee, but as one whom talent had placed above thf 
wispicion of subserviency ; when he; felt the fofi 
vantages of his rise, and became the rector of a 
town, and a magistrate, I think again, the 
tic and Tory leanings he then showed were rathear 
e^ct of these circumstances than of any alteration^ 
ef judgment founded upon deliberate enquiry and 
flection. But of this I am sure, that his own 
were never violendy enHsted in any political cause ^^ 
whatever ; and that to purely party questions he 
was, first and last, almost indiffierent. The dedi- 
cation of his poems to persons of silcfli opposite 
opinions arose entirely from motives of personal 
gratitude and attachment ; and he carried his im- 
partiality so far, that I have heard him detdare^ h^ 
thought it very immaterial who were our represent- 
atives in parliament, provided they were men of in*' 
tegrity, liberal education, and possessed an adequate 
stake in the country. 
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I diall not attempt to defend this apathy on a 
point of such consequence, but it accounts for 
circumstances which those who feel no such moder- 
ation might consider as aggravated instances of in- 
'^onsistency. He not only felt an equal regard for 
persons of both parties, but would willingly have 
^ven his vote to either ; and at one or two general 
^lections, I believe he actually did so ; — for example, 
to Mr. Benett, theWhig candidate for Wiltshire, and 
to Lord Douro and Mr. Croker*, the Tory candi- 
dates at Aldborough. 



* I take the liberty of quoting what follows, from a letter 
with which I have latdy been honoured by the Right Honour- 
able J. W. Croker : — "I have heard, from those who knew 
Mr. Crabbe earlier than I had the pleasure of doing — (and his 
communications with me led to the same conclusion), that he 
neoer was a violent nor even a zealous politician. He was, as 
a conscientious clergyman might be expected to be, a church- 
and-king man ; but he seemed to me to think and care less 
about party poUtics than any man of his condition in life that I 
ever met. At one of my elections for Aldeburgh, he happened 
to be in the neighbourhood, and he did me the honour of at- 
trading in the Town Hall, and proposing me. This was, I 
suppose, the last act of his life which had any reference to po- 
litics — at least, to local politics ; for it was, I believe, his last 
visit to the place of his nativity. My opinion of his admirable 
works, I took the liberty of recording in a note on Boswell's 
Johnson. To that opinion, on reconsideration and frequent 
re-perusals of his poems, I adhere with increased confidence ; 
and I hope you will not think me presumptuous for adding, 
that I was scarcely more stnick by his genius, than by the 
amiable simplicity of his nuumers, and the dignified modesty 
of his mind. With talents of a much higher order, he realised 
all that we read of the personal amiability Qf Gay.** 

The note on Boswell, to which Mr. Croker here refers, is 
in these terms : — " The writings of this amiable gentleman 
have placed him high on the roll of British poets ; though his 
lunring taken a view of life too minute^ too humiliating, too 

VOL I N 
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He says, in a letter on this subject, "With pegpee::::^^^*^ 
to the parties themselves, Whig and Tory, I can bi^c^-^ 
think, two dispassionate, sensible men, who have 
read, and observed, will approximate in their 
ments more and more ; and if they confer together, an< 
argue, — not to convince each other, but for pure i 
formation, and with a simple desire for the truth, — ^th* 
ultimate difference will be small indeed. The 
for instance, would allow that, but for theRevolutiaE: 
in this country, and the noble stand against the 
bitrary steps of the house of Stuart, the kingdonz^Er^i 
would have been in danger of becoming what Franc 2=:^ c 
once was ; and the Whig must also grant, that iherr^ ^ri 

is at least an equal danger in an unsettled, und< ^ ' e- 

fined democracy ; the ever-changing laws of a popu^i-^'u- 
lar government. Every state is at times on th-^ ^^ 
inclination to change: either the monarchical ok^^^i* 
the popular interest will predominate ; and in tk^K^^ 
former case, I conceive, the well-meaning Tor^ ") 
will incline to Whiggism, — in the latter, the 
Whig will take the part of declining monarchy. 
I quote this as a proof of the political moderatioi 
I have ascribed to him ; and I may appeal wi 
safety, on the same head, to the whole tenour, n 




painful, and too just, may have deprived his works of so ezi 
sive, or, at least so brilliant, a popularity as some of his coi 
temporaries have attained ; but I venture to believe, that 
is no poet of his times who will stand higher in the opinion 
posterity. He generally deals with * the short and dmple 
nals of the poor ;' but he exhibits them with such a deep kno 
ledge of human nature, with such general ease and simplicii 
and such accurate force of expression — whether gay or 
thetical, as, in my humble judgment, no poet, except ShiJupewn^ 
has excelled." 
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"Only of his published works, but of his private con- 
versations and pastoral discourses. 

We happened to be on a visit at Aldborough, 
when the dread of a French invasion was at its height. 
The old artillery of the fort had been replaced by 
cannon of a larger calibre ; and one, the most weighty 
I remember to have seen, was constantly primed, as 
etn alarm gun. About one o'clock one dark morning, 
I heard a distant gun at sea ; in about ten minutes 
uiother, and at an equal interval a third : and then 
^t last, the tremendous roar of the great gun on the 
Port, which shook every house in the town. After 
enquiring into the state of affairs, I went to my 
Other's room, and, knocking at the door, with dif. 
&culty waked the inmates, and said, <' Do not be 
alarmed, but the French are landing.' ' I then men- 
tioned that the alarm gun had been fired, that horse- 
men had been despatched for the troops at Ipswich, 
and that the drum on the quay was then beating to 
arms. He replied, " Well, my old fellow, you and I 
can do no good, or we would be among them ; we 
must wait the event." I returned to his door in about 
three quarters of an hour, to tell him that the 
agitation was subsiding, and found him fast asleep. 
Whether the affair was a mere blunder, or there had 
been a concerted manoeuvre to try the fencibles, we 
never could learn with certainty ; but I remember that 
my father's coolness on the occasion, when we men- 
tioned it next day, caused some suspicious shakings of 
the head among the ultra-loyalists of Aldborough. 

But the time was now at hand that we were all to 
return finally to Leicestershire ; and when, in the 

N 2 
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year 1805, we at length bade adieu to Suffolk, an 
travelled once more to Muston, my father had tfa 
full expectation that his changes of residence wei 
at an end, and that he would finish his days in h 
own old parsonage. I must indulge myself, in clof 
ing this chapter with part of the letter which h 
received, when on the eve of starting for Leicestei 
shire, from the honoured rector of SweflBing : — 

*' It would be very little to my credit^ if I coul 
close, without much concern^ a connection which ht 
lasted nearly twelve years^ — no ineonsiderable part ( 
human life, — and never was attended with a crof 
word or a cross thought. My parish has been attende 
to with exemplary care ; I have experienced the greatei 
friendship and hospitality from you and Mrs. Crabbe 
and I have never visited or left you without bringin 
away with me the means of improvement. And a 
this must return no morel Such are the awful con 
ditions upon which the comforts of this Ufe must be hd( 
Accept^ my dear sir^ my best thanks for your whol 
conduct towards me^ during the whole time of oi 
connection^ and my best wishes for a great increase < 
happiness to you and Mrs. Crabbe, in your removal to tl 
performance of more immediate duties. Your ow 
parishioners will^ I am persuaded^ be as much gratifie 
by your residence amongst them^ as mine have been h 
your residence in Suffolk. Our personal intercourse mui 
be somewhat diminished ; yet^ 1 hope^ opportunities < 
seeing each other will arise^ and if subjects of coi 
respondence be less frequent^ the knowledge of eac 
other's and our families' welfare will always be accept 
able information. Adieu^ my dear sir^ for the presen 
Your much obliged and faithful friend^ R. Turneb." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

1805—1814. 

MR. CRABBE's second residence at MUSTON. — PUBLICA- 
TION OF "the parish register." — LETTERS FROM 
SKINBNT INDIVIDUALS. — VISIT TO OAMBRIDOE.— AP- 
PEARANCE OP '* THE borough/* AND OP THE '* TALES 
IN VEI^E." — LETTERS TO AND FROM SIR WALTER 
SCOTT AND OTHERS. — A MONTH IN LONDON. — THE 
PRINCE REGENT AT BELVOIR. — DEATH OF MRS. 
CRABBE. — MR. CRABBE's REMOVAL FROM LEICESTER- 
shire. — lines written at glemham after my 
mother's decease. 

When, in October, 1805, Mr. Crabbe resumed the 
charge of his owii parish of Muston^ he found some 
changes to vet him, and not the less^ because he 
had too much reason to suspect that his long ab- 
sence from his incumbency had been, partly at least, 
the caose of them. Hit cure had been served by 
respectable and diligdnt clergymen, but they had 
been often changed, and some of them had never 
resided within the parish ; and he felt tiiat the bind- 
ing influence of a settled and permanent minister 
had niot been withdrawn for twelve years with im- 
punity. A Wesleyan missionary had formed a 
thriving establishment in Muston, and the congre* 
gationi^ at l^e parish church were no longer such as 
they had been of old. This much annoyed my 
fiither; and the warmth with which he began to 
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preach against dissent only irritated himself and - 
others, without bringing back disciples to the fold. 

But the progress of the Wesleyans, of all sects the - 
least unfriendly in feeling, as well as the least dis- 
similar in tenets, to the established church, was, 
after all, a slight vexation compared to what he=: 
underwent from witnessing the much more limited 
success of a disciple of Huntington in spreading in 
the same neighbouriiood the pernicious fanatidsnt 
of his half-crazy master. The soeiai and moraJT^ 
effects of that new mission were well calculated to- 
excite not only r^ret, but indignation ; and, among 
other distressing incidents, was the departure from, 
his own household of two servants, a woman and a. 
man, one of whom had been employed by him for 
twenty years. The man, a conceited ploughman, 
set up for a Huntingtonian preacher himseLP ; and 
the woman, whose moral character had been sadly 
deteriorated since her adoption of the new lights, 
ifas at last obliged to be dismissed, in consequence 
of intolerable insolence. I mention these things, 
because they may throw light on some passages in 
my father's later poetry. 

By the latter part of the year 1806, Mr. Crabbt 
had nearly completed his << Parish Register,'* and the 
shorter poems that accompanied it, and had pre- 
pared to add them to a new edition of his early 
works ; and his desire to give his second son also 
the benefits of an academical education was, I ought 
to add, a principal motive for no longer delaying 
his re-appearance as a poet. He had been, as we 
have seen, promised, years before, in Suffolk, the 
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^igh advantage of Mr. Fox's criticism ; but now, 
"%riien the manuscript was ready, he was in office, 
and in declining health ; so tiiat my father felt 
^preat reluctance to remind him of his promise. He 
^wrote to the great statesman to say that he could 
not hope, under such circumstances, to occupy any 
portion of , his valuable time, but that it would af- 
ford much gratification if he might be permitted 
'to dedicate the forthcoming volume to Mr. Fox. 
That warm and energetic spirit, however, was not 
subdued by all the pressure of his high functions 
^ded to that of an incurable disease ; and '^ he re- 
peated an offer," says my father, in his preface, 
<< which, though I had not presumed to expect, I 
was happy to receive." The manuscript was inmie- 
diately sent to him at St. Anne's Hill ; " and," con- 
tinues Mr. Crabbe, << as I have the information from 
Lord Holland, and his Lordship's permission to in- 
form my readers, the poem which I have named 
* The Parish Register' was heard by Mr. Fox, and 
it excited interest enough, by some of its parts, to 
gain for me the benefit of his judgment upon the 
whole. Whatever he approved the reader will rea- 
dily believe I carefully retained ; the parts he dis- 
liked are totally expunged, and others are substituted, 
which, I hope, resemble those more conformable to 
the taste of so admirable a judge. Nor can I deny 
myself the melancholy satisfaction of adding, that 
this poem (and more especially the story of Phoebe 
Dawson, with some parts of the second book), were 
the last compositions of their kind that engaged 
aitd amused the capacious, the candid, the benevo- 
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leDt mind qf this great man.'* In the same prefoc^^ 
my father acknowledges his obligations to Mr^^-* 
Turner. " He, indeed," says Mr. Crabbe, " is th^ 
kind of critic for whom every poet should devoutly' 
wish, and the friend whom every man would h^ 
happy to acquire. To this gentleman I; am indebted 
more than I am able to express, or than he is wiflin^ 
to. allow, for the time he has bestowed. upon lh& 
attempts I have made.** 

This preface is dated Muston, September, 1807^ 
and in the same month the volume was publishedi 
by Mr. Hatchard. It contained, with the earlies*' 
series, The Parish Register, Sir Eustace Grey, The 
Birth of Flattery, and other minor pieces; and it^ 
success was not only decided, but nearly unprece— 
dented. By " The Parish Register," indeed, mjr 
father must* be considered as having first assumed 
that station among British poets, which the world 
has now settled to be peculiarly his own. The same 
character was afterwards still more strikingly exem- 
plified and illustrated — but it was henceforth the 
same; whereas there was but little in the earlier 
series that could have led to the expectation of such 
a performance as " The Register." In the former 
works, a few minute descriptions had been intro* 
duced — but here there was nothing but a succession 
of such descriptions ; in them there had been no 
tale — this was a chain of stories ; they were di- 
dactic — here no moral inference is directly incul- 
cated : finally, they were regularly constructed poems 
-I- this boldly defies any but the very slightest and 
most transparently artificial connecticms. Thus dif- 
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^ring from his former self, his utter dissimilarity 
i^ any other author then enjoying public favour was 
("till more striking ; the manner of expression was 
fe^ entirely his own as the singular minuteness of his 
i-slineation, and the strictness of his adherence to 
•lie literal truth of nature ; and it was now universally 
Emitted, that, with lesser peculiarities, he mingled 
:lie conscious strength, and, occasionally, the prc- 
\)und pathos, of a great original poet. 

Nor was " Sir Eustace Grey" less admired on 
>ther grounds, than " The Parish Register " was for 
:^e singular combination of excellences which I have 
c»een faintly alluding to, and which called forth the 
h^aimest eulogy of the most powerful critical autho- 
rity of the time, which was moreover considered as 
the severest. The other periodical critics of the 
clay agreed substantially with the Edinburgh Re- 
view ; and I believe that within tw© days after the 
appearance of Mr. Jefirey's admirable and generous 
article, Mr. Hatchard sold off the whole of the first 
edition of these poems. 

Abundantly satisfied with the decision of profes- 
sional critics, he was further encouraged by the 
approbation of some old friends and many distin- 
guished individuals to whom he had sent copies of 
bis work ; and I must gratify myself by inserting a 
few of their letters to him on this occasion. 

From Mr, Bonnycastle, 

« Woolwich Common, Oct 24. 1807. 
^' Dbar Sm, — Being from home when your kind 
letter^ with a copy of your Poems, arrived, I had no 
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opportunity of answering it sooner^ as I should oertainlj 
otherwise have done. The pleasure of hearing 6om 
you^ after a silence of more than twenty.eight years^ 
made me little solicitous to enquire how it has hap- 
pened that two persons^ who have always mutually 
esteemed each other, should have no intercourse what- 
ever for so long a period. It is sufficient that you are 
well and happy^ and that you have not forgot your old 
friend ; who, you may he assured, has never ceased to 
cherish the same friendly rememhrance of you. — You 
are as well known in my family as you are pleased to 
say I am in yours ; and whenever you may find it con- 
venient to come to this part of the world, both you and 
yours may depend upon the most sincere and cordial 
reception. I have a daughter nearly twenty, a son 
upon the point of becoming an officer in the engineers, 
and two younger boys, who at this moment are deeply 
engaged in your poems, and highly desirous of seeing 
the author, of whom they have so often heard me speak. 
They are, of course, no great critics ; but aU beg me to 
say, that they are much pleased with your beautiful 
verses, which I have promised to read to them again 
when they have done ; having conceded to their eager- 
ness the prSmices of the treat. It affisrds me the 
greatest gratification to find that, in this world of 
chances, you are so comfortably and honourably esta- 
blished in your profession, and I sincerely hope your 
sons may be as well provided for. I spent a few days 
at Cambridge a short time since, and had I known they 
had been there, I should not have failed making myself 
known to them, as an old friend of their father's. For my- 
self, I have had little to complain of, except the anxiety 
and fatigue attending the duties of my calling ; but as I 
have lately succeeded to the place of Dr. Button, who 
has resigned the attendance at the academy, this has 
made it more easy, and my situation as respectable and 
pleasant as I could have any reason to expect. Life, as 
mj friend Fuseli constantly repeats, is very short, tliere- 
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fore do not delay coming to see us any longer than you 
can possibly help. Be assured we shall all rejoice at 
the event. In die mean time^ believe me^ my dear Sir^ 
your truly sincere friend, J. Bonntcastle." 

From Mrs, Burke.* 

<« Beaconsfield, Nov. SO. 1807. 
*' SiR^ — I am much ashamed to find that your very 
kind letter and very valuable present have remained so 
long unacknowledged. But the truth is^ when I re- 
ceived them, I was far from well ; and procrastination 
being one of my natural vices, I have deferred returning 
you my most sincere thanks for your gratifying my 
feelings^ by your beautiful preface and poems. I have a 
full sense of their value and your attention. Your friend 
never lost sight of worth and abilities. He found them 
in you, and was most happy in having it in his power 
to bring them forward. I beg you. Sir, to believe, and 
to be assured, that your situation in life was not indif- 
ferent to me, and that it rejoices me to know that you 
are happy. I beg my compliments to Mrs. Crabbe, and 
my thanks for her remembering that I have had the 
pleasure of seeing her. I am. Sir, with great respect 
and esteem, &c. Janb Bubke.'' 

From Dr, Mansel, t 
«• Trinity Lodge, Cambridge, Oct. 29. 1807. 
" Dear Sir, — I could not resist the pleasure of 
going completely through your delightful poems, before 

* Of this lady, who died in 1812, Mr. Prior says: — 
" Added to affectionate admiration of Mr. Burke's talents, she 
possessed accomplishments,, good sense, goodness of heart, and 
a sweetness of manners and disposition, which served to allay 
many of the anxieties of his career. He repeatedly declared, 
that * every care vanished the moment he entered under his own 
«)of.'--XJ'& of Burke. 

f Afto^ards Bishop of Bristol. His Lordship died in 
I89a 
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I returned you^ as I now do^ my best thanks for so 
truly valuaMe a proof of your reinembmnce. The tes^ 
timony of my opinion is but of small impdrtance, when 
set by the side of those which have already been given 
of this accession to our standard national poetry ; but I 
must be allowed to say^ that so much have 1 been de- 
listed with the perusal of the incomparable descriptions 
which you have laid before me ; with the easiness and 
purity of the dicdon^ the knowledge of lif^ and manners^ 
and the vividness of that imagination Whidi could pro- 
duce^ and so well sustain and keep up such chafmihg 
scenes — that I have found it to be almost the only bod^ 
of late times which I could read through without making 
it a sort of duty to do so. Once more^ dear Sir^ aceept 
of my best thanks for this very flatteriiig remembrance 
of me; and be assured of my beings with much regard, 
your faithful, &c. W. L. Maj^sbl." 

From Earl Grey, 

*' Hertford Street, Feb. 28. 1806. 

" Sib, — I have many excuses to offer for not haT- 
ing sooner returned my thanks for your letter of the 
10th of October, and the valuable present which accom- 
panied it. I did not receive it till I arrived in London, 
about the middle of the last itionth, and I waited till I 
should have ha4 time — for which the first business of an 
opening session of parliament was not favourable — to 
read a work from which I anticipated much pleasure. 
I am now able, at the same time, to offer you my best 
thanks in sending me the poems you have lately pub- 
lished, and to say that my admiration of the author of 
the ^ Library,' has not been diminished by the perusal 
of the ' Parish Register/ and the other additional 
poems. But all othe^ praise must appear insipid, after 
that of Mr. Fox ; and I will only add, that I think that 
highest praise, for such I esteem it, was justly due to 
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T^xi, I wdl remember the pleasure which I had in 
''Meeting you at Mr. Dudley North's, and wish I could 
'^>olc to a revival of it. I have the honour to be, with 
SresLt regard. Sir, &c. Grey." 

JFrom Roger WUbraham, Esq, 

« Stratton Street, May 23. 1808. » 

'^ Dear Sir, — Unless I had heard from our friend, 
Mr. North, that you had received complimentary letters 
&om most of your friends on your late publication, I 
should not have thought of adding my name to the 
number. The only reason for my silence was the fear 
of assuming much more of a literary character than be- 
longs to me ; though, on the score of friendship for the 
author, and admiration of his works, I will not yield to 
the most intelligent and sagacious critic. Perhaps, 
indeed, an earlier letter from me might have been 
authorised by the various conversations we have had 
together at Glemham, in which I so frequently took the 
liberty to urge you not to rest contented with that sprig 
of bays which your former publications had justly ac- 
quired, but to aim at a larger branch of thicker foliage. 
This I can truly say, my dear Sir, you have obtained 
by universal consent; and I feel considerable pride in 
having the honour to be known to a person who has af- 
forded 80 much real delight to a discerning public. — 
No, no. Sir, when we thought you idle, you were by no 
means so ; you were observing man, and studying his 
character among the inferior orders of the community; 
and the varieties that belong to his character, you have 
now described with the most perfect truth, and in the 
most captivating language. When I took up your book, 
the novelties of it first attracted my notice, and after- 
wards •! visited my old acquaintances with as much 
pleasure as ever. The only regret I felt at the end was, 
that the book was not marked Vol. I. ; but that may be 
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amended. In which hope I take my leave^ assuiin 
you of the very sincere r^ard^ and real admiration o' 
yours most truly and sincerely^ Roger Wilbbahajc/ 

From Mr. Canning. 

«< Stanhope Street, Nov. IS. 1807. 

% SiR^ — I have deferred acknowledging the civilit 
of your letter^ until I should at the same time acknow. — 
ledge the pleasure which I had derived from the perusa-X 
of the volume which accompanied it I have lately 
made that volume the companion of a journey into th^ 
coimtry. I am now therefore ahle to appreciate th^ 
value of your present^ as well as to thank you for yoxxar 
obliging attention in sending it to me. With some o^ 
the poems — the ' Village^' particularly — I had beeix 
long acquainted ; but I was glad to have them brought 
back to my recollection ; and I have read with no less 
pleasure and admiration those which I now saw for the 
first time. I have the honour to be, Sir^ &c. &c. 

^^ George Canning.' ' 

From Lord Holland, 

'^ Sib, — Having been upon a tour in Scotland, I did 
not receive your book till my arrival at York, and was 
unwilling to answer your very obliging letter till I had 
read the ^ Parish Register ' in print. 1 can assure you that 
its appearance in this dress has increased my opinion of 
its beauty : and, as you have done me, very undeservedly^ 
the honour of calling me a judge of such matters, I will 
venture to say, that it sefems to me calculated to advance 
the reputation of the author of the ^ Library ' and the 
* ViQage,' which, to any one acquainted with those two 
excellent poems, is saying a great deal. With regard 
to the very flattering things you are pleased to say of 
me, I am conscious that your willingness to oblige has 
blinded your judgment ; but cannot conclude my letter 
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'Without returning you thanks for such expressions of 
y ^nr partiality. I am. Sir, &c. Holland." 

To these I may add a letter from Mr. Walter 
cott, dated " Ashestiel, October 21st, 1809," — 
^-^knowledging the receipt of a st&bsequent edition 
f the same volume. 



'' Dear Sir, — I am just honoured with your letter, 
rhich gives me the more sensible pleasure, since it has 
^^;ratified a wish of more than twenty years' standing, 
^t is, I think, fully that time since I was, for great part 
^:>f a very snowy winter, the inhabitant of an old house 
^n the country, in a course of poetical study, so very like 
'^hat of your admirably painted ' Young Lad,' that I 
^^uld hardly help saying, ' That's me ! * when 1 was 
heading the tale to my family. Among the very few 
^lx)oks which fell under my hands was a volume or two 
«f Dodsley's Annual Register, one of which contained 
copious extracts from ' The Village' and ' The Library,* 
particularly the conclusion of book first of the former, 
and an extract from the latter, beginning with the de- 
scription of the old Romancers. I committed them 
most faithfully to my memory, where your verses must 
liave felt themselves very strangely lodged in company 
with ghost stories, border riding.ballads, scraps of old 
plays, and all the miscellaneous stuff which a strong 
appetite for reading, with neither means nor discrimin- 
ation for selection, had assembled in the head of a lad 
of eighteen. New publications^ at that time, were very 
rare in Edinburgh, and my means of procuring them 
very limited ; so that, after a long search for the poems 
which contained these beautiful specimens, and which 
had afforded me so much delight, I was fain to rest 
contented with the extracts from the Register, which I 
could repeat at this moment. You may, therefore, 
guess my sincere delight when I saw your poems at a 
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later period assame die rank in die public ecmsideraticNi 
which diey so well deserre. It was a trtomph to my 
own immatore taste to find I had anticipated the ap. 
planse of the learned and of the critical, and I became 
very desirous to oSsr my gratuloTy among the more 
important plaudits whidi yon have had from every 
quarter. I should certainly have availed myself of die 
freemasonry of authorship — (for our trade may claim 
to be a mystery as well as Abhorson's) — to address to 
you a copy of a new poedcal attempt, which I have now 
upon the anvil, and I esteem myself particularly oUiged 
to Mr. Hatchard, and to your goodness acdng upon lus 
informadon, for giving me the opportunity of pavii^ 
the way for such a freedom. I am too proud of the 
compliments you honour me widi, to afiect to decline 
them ; and with respect to the comparative view I have 
of my own labours and yours, I can only assure you, 
that none of my Utde folks, about the formadon of whose 
taste and principles I may be supposed naturally soli, 
citous, have ever read any of my own poems; while 
yours have been our r^^ular evening's amusement. My 
eldest girl b^ins to read weU, and enters as well into 
the humour as into die sendment of your admirable de. 
scriptions of human life. As for rivalry, I think it has 
seldom existed among those who know, by experience, 
that there are much better things in the worid than 
literary reputation, and that one of the best of these 
good 'tilings is the regard and friendship of those de- 
servedly and generally esteemed for their wortii or tbeir 
talents. I believe many dilettanti authors do cocker 
themselves up into a great jealousy of any thing that 
interferes with what they are pleased to call their fame; 
but I should as soon think of nursing one of my own 
fingers into a whitlow for my private amusement, as en 
couraging such a feeling. — I am truly sorry to observe 
you mention bad health : those who contribute so much 
to the improvement as well as the delight of society 
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should escape this evil. I hope^ however, that one day 
your state of health may permit you to view this coun- 
try. I have very few calls to London^ hut it will greatly 
add to the interest of those which may occur, that you will 
pennit me the honour of waiting upon you in my journey, 
and assuring you, in person, of the early admiration and 
sincere respect with which I have the honour to he, dear 
Sir, yours, &c. Walter Scott." 

In the manly and sensible views of literature and 
literary fame expressed in the last of these letters, 
Mr. Crabbe fully concurred. He enjoyed the sweet- 
ness of well-earned credit ; but at his mature years, 
and with his strong religious bias, he was little likely 
to be intoxicated with the applause of critics. His 
feelings on this occasion were either not perceptible, 
or only seen in those simple, open demonstrations 
of satisfaction, which show that no proud exulting 
spirit lurks within. Of some men it is said, that 
they are too proud to be vain ; but of him it might 
he said, that the candid manner in which he testified 
his satisfaction at success, was a proof that, while 
he felt the pleasure, he felt also its limited value — 
limited by the consciousness of defects ; limited by 
the consciousness that there were higher, nearer, and 
Nearer interests in life than those of poetical am- 
l^ition. How gratifying is the contemplation of 
^iich success, when it is only accessory to the more 
Substantial pleasures of existence, namely, the con- 
sciousness of having fulfilled the duties for which 
tliat existence was especially given, and the bright 
^ope that higher and better things than this world 
oan afford await those who have borne the trials of 
VOL. I. o 



194 LIFE OF CRABBE. 

adversity and prosperity with an humble and pious 
spirit ! How poor is such success when it is made 
" the pearl of great price I " 

My brother now residing at Caius College, Cam- 
bridge, Mr. Crabbe more than once went thither, and 
remained a considerable time, dining in that college 
or Trinity every day, and passing his mornings 
chiefly in the botanic garden. The new poems, and 
the remarks of the Reviews, had brought him again 
under the public eye ; so that he was now received, 
in that seat of learning, not only as a man who had 
formerly deserved the encouragements of literature, 
but as one of the popular writers of the day — be- 
came an object of attention and curiosity, and added 
many distinguished names to the number of his ac- 
quaintance. 

On one occasion, happening to be at Cambridge 
during the Newmarket season, my father was driven 
by his son John in a tandem to the course; and 
though he booked no bets, I have reason to think he 
enjoyed his ride quite as much as many of the lads 
by whom he was surrounded. Ever tenacious of 
important points of morality, no one looked with a 
more enlarged and benignant eye upon such juveni- 
lities ; it always seemed to me as if his mind was 
incapable of seeing and apprehending the little in 
any thing. 

Our respected friend Donn, being one of the con- 
gregation of the celebrated Mr. Simeon, and having 
a sincere regard for my father, persuaded him to 
occupy his pew in Little St. Mary's ; hoping, pro- 
bably, that he might become a convert to his own 
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views of religion. Accordingly, he took his seat 
there, and paid great attention to the sermon, and on 
his return from church wrote the substance of it, 
and preached it at Muston the following Sunday ; 
telling his congregation where he had heard it, in 
vhat points he entirely assented to the opinions it 
contained, and where he felt compelled to differ 
from the pious author. 

He also accompanied the worthy curator to the 
Book Society, consisting^hiefly of inhabitants of the 
town ; and they had the kindness to enrol his name 
as an honorary member. But few of his friends at 
Cambridge survive him : Dr. Mansel, Mr. Davis, 
Mr. Lambert, Mr. Tavel, and Mr. Donn, all died 
before him. Nowhere do we perceive the effects 
of time so evidently as in a visit to the universi- 
ties. 

In the beginning of 1809, Dr. Cartwright ex- 
pressed a wish that my father would prepare some 
'Verses, to be repeated at the ensuing meeting of 
that admirable institution for the benefit of dis- 
tressed authors, " The Literary Fund ;" and it hap- 
pened that a portion of a work then on the stocks, 
** The Borough," was judged suitable for the oc- 
^^sion: — with some additions, accordingly, it was 
sent, and spoken at the anniversary, with all the 
advantage that Mr. Fitzgerald gave to whatever he 
recited. 

Mr. Crabbe was now diligently occupied in finish- 
ing this poem, which had been begim while he lived 
at Rendham; and as our kind friends at Aid- 
borough had invited us to taste the sea air after four 

o 2 
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years' residence in the centre of the kingdom, my 
father carried his manuscript for completion, and 
for the inspection of that judicious friend at Great 
Yarmouth, without whose council he decided on 
nothing. Can it be questioned that he trod that 
beach again, to which he had so often returned after 
some pleasing event, with somewhat more of honest 
satisfaction, on account of the distinguished success 
of his late poems 1 The term exultation, however, 
could no longer be applicable ; he was now an 
elderly clergyman, and much too deeply did he feel 
the responsibilities of life to be " carried off his 
feet," as the Duchess of Gordon playfully expressed 
it, by any worldly fascinations. Mr. Turner's opi- 
nion of " The Borough," was, upon the whole, 
highly favourable ; but he intimated, that there were 
portions of the new work which might be liable to 
rough treatment from the critics, and his decision, 
in both its parts, was confirmed by the public voice. 
As soon as we returned to Muston, Mr. Hatchard 
put it to the press : it was published in 1810, and in 
1816 it had attained its sixth edition. 

The opinion of the leading Reviews was again 
nearly unanimous; agreeing that "The Borough" had 
greater beauties and greater defects than its prede- 
cessor, " The Parish Register." With such a decision 
an author may always be well pleased ; for he is sure 
to take his rank with posterity by his beauties ; de- 
fects, where there are great and real excellences, serve 
but to fill critical dissertations. In fact, though the 
character was still the same, and the blemishes suf- 
ficiently obvious, " The Boi ough" was a great spring 
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upwards. The incidents and characters in " The 
Parish Register" are but excellent sketches : — there 
is hardly enough matter even in the most interesting 
description, not even in the story of Phoebe Dawson, 
"to gain a firm hold of the reader s mind: — but, in the 
new publication, there was a sufficient evolution of 
«vent and character, not only to please the fancy, 
Ijut grapple with the heart. I think the " Highway- 
man's Tale," in the twenty-third letter (Prisons), is 
an instance in point. We see the virtuous young 
man, the happy lover, and the despairing felon in 
succession, and enough of each state to give full 
force to its contrasts. I know that my father was 
Mmself much afiected when he drew that picture, 
as he had been, by his own confession, twice before ; 
once at a very early period (see the " Journal to 
Mira"), and again when he was describing the 
terrors of a poor distracted mind, in his Sir Eustace 
Grey. The tale of the Condemned Felon arose 
from the following circumstances : — while he was 
struggling with poverty in London, he had some 
reason to fear that the brother of a very in- 
timate friend, a wild and desperate character, was 
in Newgate under condemnation for a robbery. 
Having obtained permission to see the man who 
bore the same name, a glance at once relieved his 
mind from the dread of beholding his friend's 
brother ; but still he never forgot the being he then 
saw before him. He was pacing the cell, or small 
yard, with a quick and hurried step ; his eye was as 
glazed and abstracted as that of a corpse : — 

o 3 
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^ Since his oread sentence, nothing seem'd to be 
As once it was ; seeing he could not see. 
Nor bearing bear aright .... 
£ach sense was palsied ! " 

In the common-place book of the author the 
following observations were f '>und relative to ** The 
Borough;" and they apply perhaps with still more 
propriety to his succeeding poems : — ^^ I have 
chiefly, if not exclusively, taken my subjects and 
characters from that order of society where the 
least display of vanity is generally to be found, 
which is placed between the humble and the great* 
It is in this class of mankind that more originality of 
character, more variety of fortune, will be met with ; 
because, on the one hand, they do not live in the 
eye of the world, and, therefore, are not kept in awe 
by the dread of observation and indecorum ; neither, 
on the other, are they debarred by their want of 
means from the cultivation of mind and the pursuits 
of wealth and ambition, which are necessary to the 
developement of character displayed in the variety of 
situations to which thb class is liable." 

The preface to " The Borough " shows how much 
his mind was engrossed and irritated, at this period, 
by the prevalence of Mr. Huntington's injurious 
doctrines in his neighbourhood, and even in his 
household. And his " Letter on Sects " not only 
produced a ridiculous threat from a Swedenborgian 
(dating from Peterborough) of personal chastise- 
ment; but occasioned a controversy between the 
writer and the editor of the " Christian Observer," 
which appeared likelv to become public* It ended, 
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bowever, in mutual expressions of entire respect ; and 
i am happy to think that the difference in their views 
Mras only sudh as different circumstances of education, 
^c. might cause between two sincere Christians. 

** The Borough " was dedicated, in very grateful 
^erms, to the present Duke of Rutland ; from whom, 
Quid all the members of that noble family, more 
especially the Duchess Dowager, my father con- 
'tdnued to receive polite attention during the whole 
period of his residence at Muston. At Belvoir he 
enjoyed from time to time the opportunity of mixing 
"^th many public characters, who, if their pursuits 
and turn of mind differed widely from his own, were 
marked by the stamp and polish of perfect gentle- 
men ; and no one could appreciate the charm of high 
looimners more fully than he whose muse chose to 
depict, with rare exceptions, those of the humbler 
classes of society. He was particularly pleased and 
amused with the conversation of the celebrated <<Beau 
Snunmell." 

My brother and I (now both clergymen), having 
curacies in the neighbourhood, still lived at Muston, 
«nd all the domestic habits which I have described 
at Glemham were continued, with little exception* 
My father having a larger and better garden than in 
Sv^lk, passed much of his time amongst his choice 
weeds, and though (my mother growing infirm) we 
did not take a family walk as heretofore, yet in no 
other respect was that perfect domestication in- 
vaded. When the evening closed, winter or summer, 
my father read aloud from the store which Mr. 
Colbum, out of his circulating library, sent and re- 

o 4« 
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newedy and nineteen in every twenty of these bo< 
were, as of old, novels ; while, as regularly, : 
brother took up his pencil, and amused our urn 
cupied eyes by some design strikingly full of cl 
racter ; for he had an untaught talent in this w 
which wanted only the mechanical portion of 1 
art to give him a high name among the masters 
the time. One winter he copied and coloured so 
hundreds of insects for his father, from expens 
plates sent for his inspection by the Vice-Master 
Trinity ; and this requiring no genius but pains on 
I joined in the employment. " Now, old fellow 
said my father, " it is my duty to read to you." 

The landscape around Muston was open and un: 
teresting. Here were no groves nor dry green Ian 
nor gravel roads to tempt the pedestrian in aU w< 
ther; but still the parsonage and its premii 
formed a pretty little oasis in the clayey dese 
Our front windows looked full on the churchya 
by no means like the common forbidding receptac 
of the dead, but truly ornamental ground ; for soi 
fine elms partially concealed the small beauti 
church and its spire, while the eye, travelling throu 
their stems, rested on the banks of a stream and 
picturesque old bridge.* The garden enclosed t 
other two sides of this churchyard ; but the croi 
of the whole was a gothic archway, cut througl 
thick hedge and many boughs, for through tl 

• Set the lines on Muston in " The Borough,** Letter I 

" Seek then thy garden's shrubby bound, and look 
As it steals by, upon the bordering brook ; 
That winding streamlet, limpid, lingering, slow. 
Where the reeds whisper when the xephyis blow," &» 
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opening, as in the deep frame of a picture, ap- 
peared, in the centre of the aerial canvass, the un- 
livalled Belvoir. 

Though we lived just in the same domestic man- 
ner when alone, yet my father visited much more 
frequently than in Suffolk : besides the Castle, he 
occasionally dined at Sir Robert Heron's, Sir William 
"Welby*s, with Dr. Gordon, Dean of Lincoln, the 
Sector of the next village, and with others of the 
:neighbouring clergy. And we had now and then a 
J>arty at our house : but where the mistress is always 
In ill health and the master a poet, there will seldom 
Ibe found the nice tact to conduct these things just 
cus they ought to be. My father was conscious of 
'tills ; and it gave him an appearance of inhospitality 
cjuite foreign to his nature. If he neither shot nor 
cianced, he appeared well pleased that we brought 
]iini a very respectable supply of game, and that we 
sometimes passed an evening at the assembly room of 
^ur metropolis, Grantham. My mother's declin- 
ing state becoming more evident, he was, if pos- 
sible, more attentive to her comforts than ever. 
Me would take up her meals when in her own room, 
«uid sometimes cook her some little nicety for sup- 
per, when he thought it would otherwise be spoiled. 
*' What a father you have I " was a grateful ex- 
clamation often on her lips. 

In the early part of the year 1812, Mr. Crabbe 
published — (with a dedication to the Duchess Dow- 
ager of Rutland) — his " Tales in Verse;" a work as 
striking as, and far less objectionable than, its pre- 
decessor, " The Borough ;" for here no flimsy con- 
nection is attempted between subjects naturally 
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separate ; nor consequently, was there such tempt- 
ation to compel into verse matters essentially pro- 
saic. The new tales had also the advantage of 
ampler scope and developement than his preceding 
ones. The public voice was again highly favour^ 
able, and some of these relations were spoken of 
with the utmost warmth of conunendation ; as, tiie 
« Parting Hour," « The Patron," " Edward Shore," 
and « The Confidant" 

My father wrote a letter at the time to Mr. Soott^ 
and sent him a copy of all his works. His brother 
poet honoured him with the following beautifbl 
reply : — 

<< Abboteford, June 1. 1812. 
'^ Mt dear Sir^ — I have too long delayed to 
thank you for the most kind and acceptable present of 
your three volumes. Now am I doiibly armed^ since I 
have a set for my cabin at Abbotsford as well as in 
town ; and, to say truth, the auxiliary copy arrived in 
good time, for my original one suffers as much oy 
its general popularity among my young people as a 
popular candidate from the hugs and embraces of his 
democratical admirers. The clearness and accuracy of 
your painting, whether natural or moral, renders, I 
lyive often remarked, your works generally delightful 
to those whose youth might render them insensible to 
the other beauties with which they abound. There 
are a sort of pictures — surely the most valuable, were 
it but for that reason — which strike the uninitiated 
as much as they do the connoisseur, though the last 
alone can render reason . for his admiration. Indeed, 
our old friend Horace knew what he was saying, when 
he chose to address his ode, ^' Virginibus puerisque;** 
and so did Pope when he told somebody he had the 
mob on the side of his version of Homer, and did not 
mind the high-flying critics at Button's. After aU, if t 
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faultless poem could be produced, I am satisfied it would 
tire the critics themselves, and annoy the whole reading 
worid with the spleen. 

" You must be delightfully situated in the Vale of 
Belvoir — a part of England for which I entertain a 
special kindness^ for the sake of the gallant hero^ Robin 
Hood^ who^ as probably you wiU readily guess^ is no 
snail favourite of mine; his indistinct ideas concerning 
the doctrine of meum and tuum being no great objec- 
tion to an outriding borderer. I am happy to think 
that your station is under the protection of the Rut. 
land family^ of whom fame speaks highly. Our lord 
of the ^^ cairn and the scaur " waste wilderness and 
hundred bills^ for many a league around, is the Duke of 
Buccleugh, the head of my clan ; a kind and benevo- 
lent landlord, a warm and zealous friend, and the hus- 
band of a lady, ^ comme il y en a pen.' They are both 
great admirers of Mr. Crabbe's poetry, and would be 
happy to know him, should he ever come to Scotland, 
and venture into the Gothic halls of a border chief. The 
early and uniform kindness of this family, with the 
fiiendship of the late and present Lord Melville, enabled 
lae^ some years ago, to exchange my toils as a barrister 
for the lucrative and respectable situation of one of the 
clerks of our supreme court, which only requires a certain 
routine of official duty, neither laborious nor calling for 
any exertion of the mind. So that my time is entirely 
at my own command, except when I am attending the 
oooTty which seldom occupies more than two hours of the 
morning during sitting. I besides hold in commendam 
the fliheriffdom of Ettrick Forest, — which is now no 
forest ; — so that I am a sort of pluralist as to law ap- 
pointments, and have, as Dogberry says, two gowns, and 
every thing handsome about me. I have often thought 
it is the most fortunate thing for bards like you and me, 
to have an established profession and professional cha 
tacter^ to render us independent of those worthy gentle- 
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men, the retailers, or^ as some have called them, iSbf^ 
midwiyes of literature, who are so much taken i^ 
with the abortions they bring into the world, that thc^r 
are scarcely able to bestow the proper care upon yom^ 
and flourishing babes like ours. That, however, is 
only a mercantile way of looking at the matter; but 
did any of my sons show poetical talent, of which, to 
my great satisfaction, there are no appearances, the 
first thing I should do, would be to inculcate upon him 
the duty of cultivating some honourable profession, and 
qualifying himself to play a more respectable part in 
society than the mere poet. And as the best corollary 
of my doctrine, I would make him get your tale of 
* The Patron,' by heart from beginning to end. It 
is curious enough that you should have republished the 
' Village* for the purpose of sending your young men 
to college, and I should have written the ' Lay of the 
Last Minstrel' for the purpose of buying a new hone 
for the Volunteer Cavalry. I must now send this scrawl 
into town to get a frank, for God knows it is not worthy 
of postage. With the warmest Irishes for your health, 
prosperity, and increase of fame — though it needs no^ 
— I remain, most sincerely and affectionately, yours, 
Walter Scott." 

My father*s answer to this kind communication has 
been placed in my hands ; and I feel convinced that 
no offence will be taken by any one at an extract 
which I am about to give from it. The reader will 
presently discover, that my father had no real cause 
to doubt the regard of the noble person to whom he 
alludes, and who subsequently proved a most efficient 
patron and friend. Mr. Crabbe says to Sir Walter,— 

*' Accept my very sincere congratulations on your 
clerkship, and all things beside which you have had the 
goodness to inform me of. It is indeed very pleasant 
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b me to find that the author of works that give me and 
Aousands delight^ is so totally independent of the mid- 
wives you speak of. Moreover, I give you joy of an ho- 
nourable intercourse with the noble family of Buccleuch, 
whom you happily describe to me, and by whose notice 
or rather notice of my book, I am much favoured. With 
respect to my delightful situation in the Vale of Belvoir, 
and under Uie very shade of the castle, I will not say 
that your imagination has created its beauties, but I 
must confess it has enlarged and adorned them. The 
Vale of Belvoir is flat and unwooded, and save that an 
artificial straight.lined piece of water, and one or two 
small streams, intersect it, there is no other variety 
than is made by the difierent crops, wheat, barley, beans. 
The castle^ however, is a noble place, and stands on one 
entire hill, taking up its whole surface, and has a fine 
appearance from the window of my parsonage, at which I 
now sit, at about a mile and a half distance. The duke 
also is a dukcHke man, and the duchess a very excel- 
lent lady. They have great possessions, and great 
patronage, but — you see this unlucky particle, in one or 
other of Home Tooke*s senses, will occur — but I am now 
of the old race. And what then ? — Well, I will explain. 
Thirty years since I was taken to Belvoir by its late 
possessor, as a domestic chaplain. I read the service on 
a Sunday, and fared sumptuously every day. At that 
tinie^ the Chancellor, Lord Thurlow, gave me a rectory 
in Dorsetshire, small, but a living ; this the duke taught 
me to disregard as a provision, and promised better 
things. While I lived with him on this pleasant foot. 
ing, I observed many persons in the neighbourhood, 
who came occasionally to dine, and were civilly received. 
' How do you do. Dr. Smith ? How is Mrs. Smith ?* — 
' I thank your Grace, well :' and so they took their veni- 
son and claret. ' Who are these ? ' said I to a young 
friend of the duke*s, ' Men of the old race. Sir ; peo- 
ple whom the old duke was in the habit of seeing — for 
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some of them he had done something^ and had he y 
livedo all had their chance. They now make way f 
H8, hut keep up a sort of connection/ The son of ti 
old duke of that day and I were of an age to a weel 
and with the wisdom of a young man^ I looked distant 
on his death and my own. I went into Suffolk ai 
married, with decent views^ and prospects of Tiei 
more enlarging. His Grace went into Ireland— -ai 
died. Mrs. Crahhe and I philosophised as well as f 
could ; and after some three or four years. Lord Thn 
low, once more at the request of the Duchess Dowi^ 
gftve me the crown livings I now hold, on my resign 
tion of that in Dorsetshire. They were at diat tiii 
worth ahout 70/. or 80/. a year more than that, ai 
now bring me about 400/. ; but a long minority ensue 
— new connections were formed ; and when, some fk 
years sinoe^ I came back into this country^ and express 
a desire of inscribing my verses to the duke, I obtaim 
leave, indeed, but I almost repented the attempt, fro 
the coldness of the reply. Yet, recollecting that gre 
men are beset with applicants of all kinds, I acqmtfa 
the duke of injustice, and determined to withdraw m; 
self, as one of the old race, and give way to strong 
candidates for notice. To this resolution I kept strict! 
and left it entirely to the family whether or no I shou 
consider myself as a stranger, who, having been disa; 
pointed in his expectation, by unforeseen events, mn 
take his chance, and ought to take it patiently. F 
reasons I have no inclination to canvass, his Grace h 
obligingly invited me, and I occasionally meet his frieni 
at the castle, without knowing whether I am to consid 
that notice as the promise of favour, or as favour in i 
self. — I have two sons, both in orders, partly from 
promise given to Mrs. Crabbe's family, that I wou 
bring them up precisely alike, and pardy because I d 
not know what else to do widi them. They wiU sha 
a family property that will keep them from pining up( 
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m curacy. And what more ? — I must not perplex my- 
self with conjecturing. You find^ Sir, that you are 
much the greater man ; for except what Mr. Hatchard 
puts into my privy purse, I douht whether 600/. he not 
my total receipts ; hut he at present helps us, and my 
"boys being no longer at college^ I can take my wine 
without absolutely repining at the enormity of the cost. 
I fully agree with you reacting the necessity of a pro- 
fession for a youth of moderate fortune. Woe to the 
lad of genius without it ! and I am flattered hy what 
jovL mention of my Patron. Your praise is current coin." 

In the summer of 18 IS, my mother, though in a 
very declining state of health, having a strong in- 
dination to see London once more, a friend in town 
procured us those very eligible rooms for sight-seers, 
in Osborne's Hotel, Adelphi, which were afterwards 
occupied by their sable majesties of Otaheite. We 
entered London in the beginning of July, and re- 
turned at the end of September. My mother being 
too infirm to accompany us in our pedestrian expe- 
ditions, they were sometimes protracted to a late 
henry and then we dropped in and dined at any 
coffee-house that was near. My father's favourite 
resorts were the botanic gardens, where he passed 
many hours; and in the evenings he sometimes 
accompanied us to one of the minor theatres, the 
larger being dosed. He did not seem so much in- 
terested by theatrical talent as I had expected ; but 
he was one evening infinitely diverted at the Lyceum 
by Listen's Solomon Wiseacre, in " Sharp and Flat,*' 
especially where he reads the letter of his dear Do- 
rothy Dimple, and applies his handkerchief to his 
eyes, saying, << It is very foolish, but I cannot help 



209 LIFE OF CRABBE. 



it." He pronounced Liston <^ a truis geniiiB in his 



wav. 



Mr. Dudley North called upon my father, and he 
had agahi the pleasure of renewing his intercourse 
with that early friend and patron, dining with him 
several times during our stay. 

One morning, to our great satisfaction, the ser* 
vant announced Mr. Bonny castle. A fine, tall, elderly 
man cordially shook hands with my father; and We 
had, for the first time, the satisfaction of seeing one 
whose name had been from childhood familiar to us. 
He and my father had, from some accidental impedi- 
ment, not seen one another since their days of po- 
verty, and trial, and drudgery; and now, after 
thirty-three years, when they met again, both were 
m comparative affluence, both had acquired a name 
and reputation, and both were in health. Such 
meetings rarely occur. He entertained us with a 
succession of anecdotes, admirably told, and my 
father went as frequently to Woolwich as other en- 
gagements would permit. 

I have already mentioned, that, ever mindful 
when in town of his early struggle and providential 
deliverance, he sedulously sought out some objecth 
of real distress. He now went to the King's Bench, 
and heard the circumstances that incarcerated seve- 
ral of the inmates, and rejoiced in administering the 
little relief he could afford. We were not with him 
on these occasi^s ; but I knew incidentally that he 
was several morlpngs engaged in this way. 

Soon after our return to Muston, my father was 
requested by the Rev. Dr. Brunton, of Edinburgh, 
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the husband of the celebrated novelist, to contribute 
to a new collection of psalmody, then contemplated 
by some leading clergymen of the Church of Scot- 
kuid. He consulted Sir Walter Scott, and received 
the following interesting letter :<«^ 

*' My nsAR Sib, — I was favoured with your kind 
letter some time ago. Of all people in the worlds I am 
least entitled to demand regularity of correspondence ; 
for being, one way and anoUier^ doomed to a great deal 
more writing than suits my indolence^ I am some* 
times tempted to envy the reverend hermit of Prague, 
con&ssor to the niece of Queen Gorboduc, who never 
saw either pen or ink. Mr. Brunton is a very re- 
spectable clergyman of £dinhurgh^ and I believe the 
work in which he has solicited your assistance is one 
adopted by the General. Assembly^ or Convocation, of the 
Kirk. I have no notion that he has any individual 
interest in it : he is a well-educated and liberal-minded 
man, and generally esteemed. J have no particular 
acquaintance with him myself, though we speak together. 
He is at this very moment sitting on the outside of the 
bar of our supreme court, within which I am fagging 
as a clerk; but as he is hearing the opinion of the judges 
upon an action for augmentation of stipend to him and 
to his brethren, it would not, I conceive, be a very 
Cftvourable time to canvass a literary topic. But you 
are quite safe with him; and having so much com- 
mand of scriptural language, which appears to me essen- 
tial to the devotional poetry of Christians, I am sure 
you can assist his purpose much more than any man 
alive. 

** I think those hymns which do not immediately re. 
call the warm and exalted language of the Bible are 
apt to be, however elegant, rather cold and flat fw the 
purposes of devotion. You will readily believe that I 
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do not approve of the Tague and indiscriminate aerip -^ 
ture language which the fanatics of old and the 
Methodists hai^e adopted; hut merely that aolemnit 
and peculiarity of diction^ which at once puts the 
and hearer upon his guard as to the purpose of 
poetry. To my Gothic ear, indeed^ the Stabai Mater 
i^e Dies Ira, and some of the other hymns of theCathdii 
churchy are more solemn and affecting than the 
classical poetry of Buchanan : the one has the g^oom^ 
dignity of a Gothic church, and reminds ua inttanll] 
of the worship to which it is dedicated ; the other 
more Uke a Pagan temple^ recalling to our memory 
classical and fahulous deities. This is, prohaUy^ 
referahle to the association of ideas — that is^ if ' the 
ciation of ideas' continues to he the universal pick-lodi:( 
all metaphysical difficulties^ as it was when I 
moral philosophy, — or to any other more fa 
universal solvent which may have succeeded to it in 
putation. Adieu, my dear Sir. I hope you and 
family will long enjoy all happiness and prosperity 
Never he discouraged from the constant use of 
charming talent. The opinions of reviewers are letll] 
too contradictory to found any thing upon them,' 
they are favourahle or otherwise ; for it is usually 
principal object to display the abilities of the wr i ters o 
the critical lucubrations themselves. Your Tales are uni- 
versally admired here. I go but little out, but the 
judges, whose opinions I have been accustomed to lool 
up to^ are unanimous. Ever yours, most truly^ 

"Waltbb Soott" 







I know not whether my father ever ventured to 
gage in the work patronised by Dr. Brunton. Th^^ 
same autunm, an event occurred which broke np tis^ 
family, and spoiled, if it did not entirely terminate 
the domestic habits of years. My mother died Oo 
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tober 21st, in her sixty-third year^ and was buried 
in the chancel of Muston. During a long period 
before her departure, her mind had been somewhat 
impaired by bodily infirmities ; and at last it sank 
under the severity of the disease. She possessed 
naturally a great share of penetration and acute- 
ness ; a firm unflinching spirit, and a very warm and 
feeling heart. She knew the worth of her husband, 
and was graceful for his kindness ; for she had only 
to express her wishes, and his own inclinations, if at 
variance, were cheerfully sacrificed. *' Never," said 
her own sister, " was there a better husband, except 
that he was too indulgent." But so large a portion of 
her married life was clouded by her lamentable dis- 
order, that I find written by my father on the out- 
fflde of a beautiful letter of her own, dated long before 
this calamity, ^^ Nothing can be more sincere than 
this, nothing more reasonable and affectionate ; and 
yet happiness was denied." 

Perhaps, it was a fortunate circumstance for my 
bther, that anxiety and sorrow brought on an alarm- 
ing illness two days after her decease ; for any other 
calamity occurring at the same time with this hea- 
viest of human ills, divides and diverts its sting. And 
yet, I am not sure that his own danger had this ab- 
sorbing effect ; for he appeared regardless of life, and 
desired, with the utmost coolness, that my mother's 
grave might not be closed till it was seen whether 
he should recover. The disease bore a considerable 
resemblance to acute cholera without sickness, and 
was evidently, at last, carrying him off rapidly. 

P 2 
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At length emetics were fortiinately tried, alUumg! 
he had always a great aversion to this sp^ies of 
dicine, and the effect was palpably beneficial, thong] 
his recovery was very gradual. His demeanour^ 
while the danger lasted, was that of perfect humility ^.^ 
but of calm hope, and unshaken firmness. 

A very short time after he resumed his duties, i^ 
letter arrived from the Duke of Rutland, ofiering:' 
him the living of Trowbridge, in Wiltshire, of whiciu 
his Grace had the alternate presentation. To this^ 
offer, of which the Duke had at first rather mistaken- 
the value, as compared with Muston, &c, and whidi^ 
my ^ther had, though with much gratitude, hesi- 
tated to accept, his noble patron afterwards added, 
that of the incumbency of Crostton, near Belvmr^ 
and, the proposition being then accepted, we prepaored^ 
to vacate Muston. And my fath^ looked to a 
residence without that feeling of regret which 
rally accompanies even an advantageous r^gnoval ii^ 
later life ; for, with a strong attachment to soime very — 
driendly and estimable individuals in the vioinity, h^ 
felt the change produced by the late event in every — 
part of the house and premises. His garden had be^ 
come indifferent to him, nor was that occupation ever^ 
resumed again : besides, that diversity of religious 
sentiment, which I mentioned before, had produced a— - 
coolness in some of his parishioners, which he felt the^- 
more painfully, because, whatever might be their dif- 
ference of opinion, he was ever ready to help ancl^ 
oblige them all by medical and other aid to the ut- 
most extent of his power. They carried thisunkincB- 



ALDBOROUOH. 213 

feeling so fiur as to ring the bells for his successor, 
brfore he himself had left the residence. 

Before he quitted Leicestershire he witnessed a 
scene of hospitality at the castle, which has not 
often been exceeded in magnificence. In January, 
1814, the infant heir of the House of Rutland was 
publicly baptized in the chapel of Belvoir, by the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr. Manners Sutton, 
iiimself a near branch of the ducal family, and of 
irhom my father was accustomed to say, that he car. 
4ed as much personal grace and dignity about with 
dim as any individual he ever met with. On this 
iiigh occasion the Prince Regent and Duke of York 
urere present as sponsors. A variety of magnificent 
entertainments ensued ; and my father, who was one 
of the company, had the honour of being presented, 
for the second time, to his late Msyesty, and to the 
Duke of York, by both of whom he was received in 
a very flattering manner. 

Before finally quitting Leicestershire, my father 
paid a short visit to his sister at Aldborough, from 
whom he was about to be still more widely divided ; 
and one day was given to a solitary ramble among 
the scenery of bygone years,— Parham, and the 
woods of Glemham, then in the first blossom of 
May. He did not return until night ; and in his 
note-book I find the following brief record of this 
mournful visit i^^ 

*< Tes, I behold again the place, 

The seat of joy, the source of pain ; 
It brings in Yiem the form and face 
That I must never see again. 

P 3 
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** The Dight-bird*s song that sweetly fl<Mto 
On this soft gloom — this balmy air» 
Brings to the mind her sweeter notes 
That I again must never hear. 

** Lo ! yonder shines that window's ligh^ 
My guide, my token, heretofore ; 
And now again it shines as bright, 

When those dear eyes can Mae no more. 

*' Then hurry from this place away ! 
It gives not now the bliss it gave ; 
For Death has made its charm his prey, 
And joy is buried in her grave." 

I may introduce, in connection with the abc 
some lines which were long afterwards found writ 
on a paper in which my dear mother's wedding-ri 
nearly worn through before she died, was wrapp 

** The ring so worn, as you behold. 
So thin, so pale, is yet of gold : 
The passion such it was to prove ; 
Worn with life's cares, love yet was love." 

On the 3d of June, 1814, he was inducted to Tp( 
bridge church by the' Rev. Mr. Fletcher. His di 
has, among others, the following very brief entries 
" 5th June, — first sermon at Trowbridge, i 
Evening— solitary walk — night — change of opin 
— easier, better, happier." To what these ! 
words refer, I shall not guess ; but I well remem 
that, even after he had mingled with the lively 
ciety of Trowbridge, he was subject to very ( 
tressing fits of melancholy. My brother and I • 
not for some little time follow him to that pla 
The evening of our arrival, seeing us con vers! 
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ully as we walked together in the garden before 
adow, it seemed to Iiave brought back to his 
ry the times when he was not alone; for, hap- 
l to look up, I saw him regarding us very 
tly, and he appeared deeply affected. That 
3tion had been broken^ which no other relation- 
an supply. These visitations of depression 
however, gradually softened; — he became 
ited and cheerful, and I hope I may add» posi- 
happy. 



r 4 
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CHAPTER IX. 

1814—1819. 

MB. CBABBB's RBSIDBNCB AND BABITS OP UFB if 
TROWBRIDGE.— HIS STUDY OF FOSSILS^-— HI8 OOBBSc 
SPONDENCE WITH MART LEADBEATER. — HIS JOUBNAI* 
KEPT DURING A VISIT TO LONDON. — ^LETTBBS TO AKD 
FROM MR. CRABBE. — HIS '* TALES OF THE HALL," BTC 

When my brother and myself arrived, on the oc- 
casion already alluded to, within a mile of Trow- 
bridge, my father appeared on the road, having 
walked out to meet us ; and, as he returned with us 
in the chaise, the manner in which he pointed out 
various houses to our notice satisfied us that he had 
met with a very gratifying reception among the 
principal inhabitants of his new parish. On the 
very night of his coining to Trowbridge, he had 
been most cordially received by the family of the 
late Mr. Waldron ; and there, but not there only, we 
found the foundations already laid of intimacy, that 
soon ripened into friendship which death alone could 
Veak ; for such casual vai lations of humour as he 
was subject to, serve only to prove the strength of 
the sentiment that survived them. 

We were soon satisfied that Mr. Crabbe had made 
a wise and happy choice in this change of residence. 
While my mother lived, her infirm health forbade 
her mingling much in society, nor, with her to 
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can for, did he often miss it; but he was natii^ 
Pally disposed for, and calculated to find plea- 
sure in, social intercourse ; and after his great loss, 
ihe loneliness of Muston began to depress him 
seriously. In answering the Duke of Rutland's kind 
letter, offering him the rectory of Trowbridge, he 
Slid, ** It is too true that Muston is no longer what 
It has been to me : here I am now a solitary with a 
social disposition,-^ a hermit without a hermit's 
resignation*" What wonder that he was healthftiUy 
eacited by the warm reception he was now ex*^ 
periencing among the most cultivated families of 
Trowbridge and its vicinity: by the attractive at- 
tentions of the young and gay among them, in par- 
ticular, who, finding the old sathist in many things 
very different from what they had looked for, hastened 
to show a manifest partiality for his manners, as well 
as admiration of his talents ? — We were surjirised, 
certainly, as well as delighted, to observe the tem- 
pered exuberance to which, ere many weeks had 
passed, his spirits, lately so sombre and desponding^ 
were raised,'>*--how lively and cheerfal he appeared 
in. every company, pleased with all about him, and 
evidently imparting pleasure wherever he went 

But a physical change that occurred in his con- 
stitution, at the time of the severe illness that fol- 
lowed dose on my mother's death, had, I believe^ 
a great share in all these happy symptoms. It a]* 
ways seemed to be his own opinion that at that crisis 
his system had, by a violent effort, thrown oft some 
weight or obstruction which had been, for many 
yean previously, ^i^ivini; his bodily condition the ap* 
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Iiearances of a gradual decline, — afflictiiig him vnA 
occasional fits of low fever, and vexatiously di80rde^ 
ing his digestive organs. In those days, **' life is 
as tedious as a twice-told tale," was an expression 
not seldom in his mouth ; and he once told me, ^ 
felt that he could not possibly live more than &ix or 
seven years. But now it seemed that he had re- 
covered not only the enjoyment of sound health) 
but much of the vigour and spirit of youthful feelings. 
Such a renovation of health and strength at sixty is 
rare enough; and never, I believe, occurs unless there 
has been much temperance in the early period of lifF> 
Perhaps, he had never looked so well, in many re- 
spects, as he did about this time ; his temples getting 
more bare, the height of his well-developed forehead 
appeared as increased, and more than ever like one 
of those heads by which Wilkie makes so many con- 
verts to the beauty of human decay. He became 
stouter in person than he had been, though witiiout 
fatness ; and, although he began to stoop, his limbs 
and motions were strong and active. 

Notwithstanding his flattering reception among 
the principal people of the place, he was far from be- 
ing much liked, for some years, by his new parish- 
ioners in general : nor, in truth, is it at all difficult to 
account for this. His immediate predecessor, the 
curate of the previous rector, had been endeared to 
the more serious inhabitants by warm zeal and a 
powerM talent for preaching extempore, and had 
moreover, been so universally respected, that the 
town petitioned the Duke of Rutland to givehiiB 
the living. His Grace's refusal had irritated mimy 
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\i those who took little interest in the quali- 
Qs of their pastor, and engendered a feeling 
ing on ill-will, towards Mr. Crabbe himself, 
was heightened by the prevalence of some re- 
K) ridiculous, that I am almost ashamed to no- 
em ; such as, that he was a dissipated man — 
J — even a gambler. And then, when he ap- 

among them, the perfect openness of his na- 
-that, perhaps, impolitic frankness which made 

all times scorn the assumption of a scruple 
he did not really feel, led him to violate, occa- 
y, what were considered, among many classe? 
t neighbourhood, the settled laws of clerical 
im. For example, though little delighting in 
3enes, except as they were partaken by kind and 

firiends, he might be seen occasionally at a 
•t, a ball, or even a play. Then, even in the ex- 
of his unwearied and extensive charity, he often 
ducted himself as to neutralise, in coarse and 
inds, all the natural movements of gratitude ; 
J the clergyman too much with the almsgiver, 
ading a lecture, the severity of which, however 
ras more thought of than the benefaction it 
panied. He, moreover, soon after his arrival, 
led the cause of a candidate for the county 
entation, to whom the manufacturing interest, 
3valent one in his parish, was extremely hostile 
, to conclude this long list, Mr. Crabbe, in a 
remarkable for diversity of sects and warmth 
suasion, adhered for a season unchanged to the 
aew of scriptural doctrines which had latterly 
little favour even at Muston. As he has told 
bis own Rector, in the Tales of the Hall; 
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« < A moral teacher ! * some contemptuous cried ; 
He smiled, but nothing of the fSu:t denied ; 
NoT) save by his fair life, to charge so strong replied. 
Still, though he bade them not on aught rely 
That was their own, but all their worth deny. 
They call'd his pure advice his cold morality. 
' Heathens,* they said, < can tdl us right from wrong) 
But to a Christian higher points belong.* '* 

But, while these things were against him, there 
were two or three traits m his character whieh 
wrought slowly, but steadily, m his favour. One 
was his boldness and uncompromising perseveranoe 
in the midst of opposition and reproach. During 
the violence of that contested election, while the fe# 
friends of Mr. Benett were almost in danger of their 
lives, he was twice assailed by a mob of his pa* 
rishioners, with hisses and the most virulent abiue* 
He replied to their formidable menaces by '* ratibg 
them roundly ;" and though he was induced to retire 
by the advice of some friends, who hastened to hit 
succour, yet this made no change in his vote^ 
habits, or conduct. He continued to support Mr* 
Benett; he walked in the streets always alone, 
and just as frequently as before ; and spoke as fetf* 
lessly. Mr. Canon Bowles says, in a letter to the 
present writer, — 

'^A riotous, tumultuous, and most appalling moht 
at the time of election, besieged his house, when a diaiise 
was at the door, to prevent his going to the poH end 
giving his vote in favour of my most worthy friend, 
John Bennett of Pyt House, the present member for the 
county. The mob threatened to destroy the chaise and 
tear him to pieces^ if he attempted to set out In the 
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^aoe of the furioufi aaiemblage^ he came out cahnly^ told 
Aem they might kill him if they chose^ but^ whilst aliye^ 
lothing should prevent his giving a vote at the election^ 
iccording to his promise and principles^ and set o£^ un^ 
isturbed and unhurt^ to vote for Mr. Benett." 

He manifested the same decision respecting his 
iligious opinions ; for one or two reproachful let- 
rs made no impression, nor altered his language 

the least Such firmness, where it is the effect of 
inoiple, is sure to gain respect from all Englishmen, 
at mildness was as natural to him as his fortitude; 
id this, of course, had a tendency to appease 
Linity even at its height. A benevolent gentle heart 
10 seen in his manner and countenance, and no 
x^asional hastiness of temper could conceal it ; — 
id then it soon became known that no one left his 
>use unrelieved. 

But, above all, the liberality of his conduct with 
ispect to dissenters brought a counter-current in his 
.your. Though he was warmly attached to the 
lablished church, he held that 

** A man's opinion was his own, his due 

And just possession, whether false or true ; *' * 

* He wrote thus to a fHend on the subject : -— <* Thou- 
nds and tens of thousands of sincere and earnest believers in 
e Gospel of our lA>rd, and in the general contents of Scrip- 
re, seeking its meaning with veneration and prayer, agree, 
eamiot doubt, in essentials, but difier in many pKDints, and 
some wbich unwise and uncharitable persone deem of much 
^rtance; nay, think that there is no salvation without 
em. Look at Ihe good — good, comparatively speaking — 
St, pure, pious ; tiie patient and suffering amongst recorded 
anMJiers ;•>-> and were not they of different opinions in many 
tkles of thdr faith? and can we suppose their heavenly 
tther will select from this number a few, a very few, and that 
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and in all his intercourse with his much-diyided 
parishioners he acted upon tMs principle, vioting 
and dealing indiscriminately, and joining the minis' 
ters of the various denominations in every good 
work. In the course of a few years, therefore, not 
only all opposition died away, but he became 
generally and cordially esteemed. They who dif- 
fered from him admitted that he had a right also to 
his own religious and political opinions. His in- 
tegrity and benevolence were justly appreciated ; his 
talents acknowledged, and his disposition loved. 

In the spring of 1815, my brother and I, thinking 
it probable that we might soon settle for life, each in 
some village parsonage, and that this was the only 
opportunity of seeing something of our native country 
—leaving my father in sound health and among 
attached friends, absorbed by his duties, his new 
connections and amusements, — quitted Trowbridge 
about the same time, and continued absent £rom 
it, sometimes in London together, sometimes apart 
in distant places in the kingdom, for neari^y two 
years. In that interval, though we constantly co^ 
responded, I saw my father only twice. 

Calling, one day, at Mr. Hatchard's, in Piccadilly 
he said, ** Liook round," and pointed to his inner 
room ; and there stood my father, reading intently) 
as his manner was — with his knees somewhat bent, 
insensible to all around him. How homelike was 
the sight of that venerable white head among a world 

for their assent to certain tenets, which causes, independent of 
any merit of their own, in all probability, led them to (0" 
brace? * 
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igers ! He was engaged, and I was leaving 
and, after appointing a day to meet at Beccles, 
hort cheerful half hour, we parted. 
in the time arrived, he joined my brother and 
Beccles, at the house of his kind sister-in- 
iss Elmy ; where, after staying about a week, 
ing introduced to Lady Byron, who attracted 
. admiration, he left us vid Aldborough, and 
d into Wiltshire. This was about the end of 
ir, 1816. 

mot pass this date — October, 1816 — without 
I a remark or two, suggested by my father's 
nd note-book of that period He was pe- 
r fond of the society and correspondence of 
): all his most intimate friends, I think, 
idles ; and I believe no better proof could 
en of the delicacy and purity of his mind 
aracter. He loved the very failings of the 
mind : men in general appeared to him too 
reserved, unyielding, and worldly ; and he 
>und relief in the gentleness, the tenderness, 
i unselfishness of woman. Many of his cho- 
nale friends were married, but this was not 
aly the case ; and will it seem wonderful, 
^e consider how he was situated at this time, 
, with a most affectionate heart, a peculiar 
nent to female society, and with unwasted 
us, Mr. Crabbe, though in his sixty-second 
hould have again thought of marriage ? He 
say with Shakspeare*s good old Adam, — I 
lines which, for their surpassing beauty, he 
f never could read steadily, — 
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<< lliougfa I look old, yet am I flrong and Iwlf | 
Por ID my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors to my blood ; 
Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility * 
Therefore, my age is as a lusty winter. 
Frosty but kindly." 

Moreover, a poet's mind is proverbially always 
young. If, therefore, youth and beauty coidd more 
than once warm his imagination to outrun his pru- 
dence — for, surely, the union of youth and beauty 
with a man of such age can never be vrise — I feel 
satisfied that no one will be seriously shocked with 
such an evidence of the freshness of his feelings. 
The critics of his last publication bestowed some 
good-natured raillery on the warmth with which he 
there expressed himself on certain subjects — the 
increased tenderness of his love-scenes especially-* 
and there occurred various incidents in his o^m 
later history that might afford his friends fair mat- 
ter for a little innocent jesting ; but none that knew 
him ever regarded him with less respect on account 
of this pardonable sort of weakness ; and thou^ 
love might be out of the question, I believe he in- 
spired feelings of no ordinary regard in more than 
one of the fair objects of his vain devotion. These 
things were so well known among the circle of 
which at this period he formed the delight and 
ornament, that I thought it absurd not to allude to 
them. I have, however, no great wish to dwdl on 
the subject ; though, I must add, it was one that 
never for a moment disturbed the tranquillity of 
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^ family ; nay, that, on one occasion at least, my 
^it)ther and myself looked with sincere pleasure 
^ the prospect of seeing our father's happiness in- 
creased by a new alliance. 

Whether the two following sets of stanzas refer 
to the same period, I have not been curious to 
enquire. It is even possible that I may be wrong in 
suspecting any allusion to his personal feelings. 

I. 

" Unhappy is the wretch who feels 
The trembling lover's ardent flame, 
And yet the treacherous hope conceals 
By using Friendship's colder name. 

« He must the lover's pangs endure, 

And still the outward sign suppress ; 
Nor may expect the smiles that cure 
The wounded heart's conceal'd distress. 
*< When her soft looks on others bend. 
By him discem'd, to him denied, 
He must be then the silent friend, 
And all his jealous torments hide. 

« When she shall one blest youth select. 
His bleeding heart must still approve ; 
Must every angry thought correct, 

And strive to like, where she can love. 

*^ Heaven from my heart such pangs remove, 
And let these feverish sufferings ceas^— 
These pains without the hope of love. 
These cares of friendship, not its peacc« 

II. 

^ And wilt thou never smile again ; 

Thy cruel purpose never shaken ? 
Hast thou no feeling for my pain, 

Refused, disdain'd, despised ; forsaken ? 
VOL. I. Q 
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** Thy nnde crafty, carefiil, cold. 

His wealth upon my mind imprinted ; 
His fields described, and praised bis fold. 
And jested, boasted, promised, hinted. 

'* Thy aunt — I scom'd the omen— spoke 
Of lovers by thy somi rgeded ; 
But I the warning nerer took 

When chosen, cfaeer'df ieoeiv«d, mpected» 

" Thy brother, too — but all was plann'd 
To murder peace — all fredy granted ; 
And then I lived in fairy land. 
Transported, bless'd, enrapt, endiantcd. 

" Ob, what a dream of happy love ! 

From which the wise in time awaken ; 
While I must all its anguish prove. 
Deceived, despised, abused, forsaken ! * 

I am persuaded that but few men havey even in 
early life, tasted either of the happiness or the pain 
which attend the most exquisite of passions, in such 
extremes as my father experienced at this period of 
his life. In his young " true love," indeed, he was 
so soon assured of a full return, that one side of 
the picture could scarcely have been then revealed 
to his view ; and I cannot but consider it as a very 
interesting trait in the history of his mind, that he 
was capable, at so late a stage, of feeling, with regard 
to the other side of it, so exactly as a man of five- 
and-twenty would have done under the same cir- 
cumstances. 

But my brother, in December, 1816, married^ 
with his entire approbation, the daughter of the late 
William Crowfoot, Esq., and sister to the present 
Dr. Crowfoot, of Beccles, and inmiediately came to 
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"eside as his curate at Trowbridge ; thus relieving 
lim from much of the fatigue of his professional 
luties, as well as from domestic cares and the wea- 
iness of a solitary house. Soon after this I again 
oined the family; and, early in ISIT^ my father had 
he satisfaction of marrying me to the daughter of the 
ate Thomas Timbreil, Esq., of Trowbridge, and of 
Being my wife and myself established, within twenty 
oiles of him, in the curacy of Pucklechurch ; where, 
luring the rest of his life, he had always at his 
command a second, and, what was often refresh- 
ng to him, a rural home. 

In relating my own impressions of my father, I 
lave often been apprehensive that I have described 
dm in terms which those who did not know him 
nay deem exaggeration ; yet am I supported by 
he testimony, not only of many who were well ac- 
|uainted with his worth, but of one who knew him 
lot, except by his publications and his letters. The 
alented individual who began the following corre- 
pondence, which was continued till her death in 
1826, read and appreciated his character, nearly as 
rell as the most intimate of his friends. The 
laughter of Richard Shackleton, the intimate friend 
>f Burke^ had met my father at Mr. Burke's table 
n the year 1784, when, just after his marriage, 
le had the pleasure of introducing his bride to 
lis patron. This distinguished lady possessed that 
uperiority of intellect which marked her family, 
ind was evidently honoured by Mr. Burke, not 
nerely as the daughter of his old friend, but as 
me worthy to enjoy that high title herself. Het 

Q 2 
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correspondence with Mr. Burke forms an interesting 
feature in Mr. Prior's able work. She was a poet) 
though not of the highest class, and sent to her emi- 
nent friend some pleasing verses on his residence 
at Beaconsfield, which drew forth a long and warm 
reply. How would he have been gratified had he 
lived to read the very superior publications in 
prose, *< Cottage Dialogues," " Cottage Biognqpkj," 
&c., which she gave to the world after she had 
changed her name to Leadbeater I This excellent 
woman had not forgotten that early meeting with 
Mr. Crabbe ; and in November, 1816, he had the 
unexpected pleasure of receiving from her the first 
of a long series of letters ; his replies to which are 
rendered particularly interesting by the playiiil in- 
genuousness with which he describes himself. They 
are, in fact, most valuable additions to his auto- 
biographical sketch. 

Froftn Mrs, Leadbeater. 

« Ballitore, 7th of lltb month, 1816. 
'^ I believe it will surprise George Crabbe to receive 
a letter from an entire stranger, whom, most probably, 
he does not remember to have ever seen or heard oi, 
but who cannot forget having met him at the house of 
Edmund Burke, Charles Street, James's Square, in the 
year 1784. I was brought thither by my father, Richard 
Shackleton, the friend, from their childhood, of Edmund 
Burke. My dear father told thee, that ' Goldsmith's 
would now be the deserted village.* Perhaps thou dost 
not remember this compliment; but I remember the 
ingenuous modesty which disclaimed it. He admired 
the ' Village/ the ' Library,' and the ^ Newspaper * ex- 
ceedingly ; and the delight with which he read them t» 
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IiIb family could not but be acceptable to the author, 
bad he Imown the sound judgment and the exquisite 
taste which that excellent man possessed. ^ But he saw 
no more of the productions of the Muse he admired^ 
whose originality was not the least charm. He is dead 
•— the friend whom he loved and honoured, and to whose 
diaracter thou dost so much justice in the Preface to 
the ' Parish Register/ is also gone to the house ap. 
pointed for all living. A splendid constellation of 
poets arose in the literary horizon. I looked around 
for Crabbe. ' Why does not he^ who shines as brightly 
as any of these^ add his lustre ? * I had not long thought 
thus, when^ in an Edinburgh Review^ I met with re. 
flections similar to my own^ which introduced the 
' Parish Register.' Oh ! it was like the voice of a long- 
lost friend; and glad was I to hear that voice again in 
' The Borough !' — still more in the * Tales^* which 
appear to me excelling all that preceded them. Every 
work is so much in imison with our own feelings^ that 
a wish for information concerning them and their author^ 
received into our hearts^ is strongly excited. One of 
our friends^ Dyked Alexander^ who was in.B^tore^ in 
1810 I think, said, he was personally acquainted with 
thee^ and spoke highly of thy character. I regretted I 
had not an opportunity of conversing with him on this 
sulgecty as perhaps he would have been able to decide 
arguments which have arisen ; namely^ whether we owe 
to truth or to fiction that ^ever new delight' which thy 
poetry affords us ? Thy characters^ however singular 
some of them may be, are never unnatural; and thy 
sentiments^ so true to domestic and social feelings^ as 
wdl as to those of a higher nature^ have the convincing 
power of reality over the mind ; and /maintain that all 
thy pictures are drawn from life. To enquire whether 
diis be the case^ is the excuse which I make to myself 
for writing this letter. I wish the excuse may be ac. 
«epted by thee ; for I greatly fear I have taken an un. 

Q 3 
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warrantable liberty in making the enquiry. Though 
advanced in life, yet, from an education of pecufiir 
amplidty, and from never having been long absent 
from my retired native village, I am too little acquainted 
with decorum. If I have now transgressed Ae mks it 
prescribes, I appeal to the candour and Iibendity of liiy 
mind to forgive a fault caused by a strong enthusiana. 
I am thy sincere friend, Mart Lbadbeateb." 

^^ P. S. Ballitore is the village in which EdmundBurke 
was educated by Abraham Shackleton, whose pupil he 
became in 1741, and from whose school he entered the 
college of Dublin in 1744. The school is still flou- 
rishing." 

To Mrs, Leadbeater. 

** Trowbridge, lat of ISth months 1816. 

'^ Mary Leadbeater ! — Yes, indeed, I do well re- 
member you ! Not Leadbeater then, but a pretty deraue 
lass, standing a dmid auditor while her own verses were 
read by a kind friend, but a keen judge. And I htve 
in my memory your father's person and countenance 
and you may be sure that my vanity retained the cofm- 
pliment which he paid me in the moment when he 
permitted his judgment to slip behind his good humour 
and desire of giving pleasure : —Yes, I remember ail 
who were present ; and, of all, are not you and I the 
only survivors ? It was the day — was it not ? — when 
I introduced my wife to my friend. And now both 
are gone ! and your father, and Richard Burke^ who was 
present (yet again I must ask — was he not ?) — and 
Mrs. Burke 1 All departed — and so, by and by, tliey 
will speak of us. But, in the mean time, it was good 
of you to write. Oh very — very good. 

^^ But, are you not your father's own daughter ? Do 
you not flatter after his manner ? How do you know 
the mischief that you may do in the mind of a vain 
man, who is but too susceptible of praise, even while 
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be is consdous of so much to be placed against it ? I 
am glad that you like my verses : it would have mor. 
tified me much if you had not, for you can judge as 
well as write. . . . Yours are really very admiraUe 
tfainga; and the morality is as pure as the literary 
merit is eonspicocmB. I am not sure that I have 
lesd an that you have given us ; but what I have 
read has really that rare and almost undefinaUe quality, 
genius ; that is to say, it seizes on the mind, and .com- 
mands attention^ and on the heart, and oompek its 
fiBdings. 

'^ How could you imagine that I could be otherwise 
than pleased — ddighted rather — with your letter ? 
And let me not omit the fact, that I reply the instant 
I am at liberty, for I was enrobing myself for churdi. 
You are a child of simplicity, I know, and do not love 
robing ; but you are a pupil of liberality, and look upon 
such things with a large mind, smiling in charity. 
Well ! I was putting on the great black gown, when 
my servant — (you see I can be pompous, to write of 
gowns and servants with such familiarity) — when he 
brought me a letter first directed, the words yet legible, 
to ' George Crabbe, at Bdvoir Castle,' and then by 
Lord Mendip to ' the Reverend ' at Trowbridge; and at 
Trowbridge I hope again to receive these wdcome evir 
deuces of your remembrance, directed in all their son- 
plicity, and written, I trust, in all sincerity. The delay 
was occasioned by a change in my place of residence. I 
now dwell in the parsonage of a busy, populous, dothing 
town, sent thither by ambition, and the Duke of Rut* 
land. It is situated in Wiltshire, not ^eur from Bath. 

'^ There was a Suffolk family of Alexanden> one of 
whom you probably mean; and as he knew very little of 
me, 1 see no reason why he should not give me a good 
character. AVliether it was merited is another point, 
and that will depend upon our ideas of a good character 
If it means, as it generally does, that I paid my debts 

Q 4? 
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and was guilty of no glaring world-defying immortlity 

— why yes ! I was so far a good chancter. But be- 
fore the Searcher of Hearts what are our good duh 
racters? 

'^ But your motive for writing to me was your deriie 
of knowing whether my men and women were leaQy 
existing creatures^ or beings of my own imagination? 
Nay^ Mary Leadbeater^ yours was a better motive : yoa 
thought that yon should give pleasure by writing, and 

— yet you will think me very vain — you felt boom 
pleasure yourself in renewing the acquaintance that 
commenced under such auspices! Am I not rig^t? 
My heart tells me that I am, and hopes that you wiD 
confirm it. Be assured that I feel a very cordial esteem 
for the friend of my friend, — the virtuous, the worthy 
character whom I am addressing. Yes, I will tell you 
readily about my creatures, whom I endeavoured to 
paint as nearly as I could and dared ; for, in some cases, 
I dared not. This you will readily admit: besideB, 
charity bade me be cautious. Thus far you are correct: 
there is not one of whom I had not in my mind the 
original ; but I was obliged, in some cases, to take them 
from their real situations, in one or two instances to 
change even the sex, and, in many, the circumstances; 
The nearest to real life was the proud, ostentatiou 
man in the ' Borough,' who disguises an ordinary 
mind by doing great things ; but the others approach 
to reality at greater or less distances. Indeed, I do 
not know that I could paint merely from my own 
fancy ; and there is no cause why we should. Is there 
not diversity sufficient in society ? and who can go, even 
but a little, into the assemblies of our fellow. wanderers 
from the way of perfect rectitude, and not find dia- 
racters so varied and so pointed^ that he need not caH 
upon his imagination ? 

" Will you not write again ? * Write to thee, wjbr 
the public ? ' wilt thou not ask ? To me and for as iMBip 
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as love and can discern the union of strength and sim. 
plicity^ purity and good sense. Our feeling and our 
hearts is the language you can adopt. Alas^ / cannot 
with propriety use it — (mr I too could once say ; but I am 
alone now ; and since my removing into a busy town 
among the multitude^ the loneliness is but more apparent 
and more melancholy. But this is only at certain times ; 
and then I have^ though at considerable distances^ six 
female fiiends^ unknown to each other^ but all dear^ 
yery dear, to me. With men I do not much associate ; 
not as deserting, and much less disliking, the male part 
of society, but as being unfit for it; not hardy nor 
grave, not knowing enough, nor sufficiently acquainted 
with the every-day concerns of men. But my beloved 
creatures have minds with which I can better assimi- 
late. Think of you I must ; and of me, I must entreat 
that you would not be unmindful. Thine, dear lady, 
very truly, George Crabbb." 

I dare say no one will put an unfavourable inter- 
pretation on my father's condescension to Mrs. 
Leadbeater's feelings, if, indeed, it was any thing but 
a playfiil one, in dating the above letter after the 
Quaker fashion, " 1st of 12th month." I need not 
transcribe the whole of this excellent lady's next 
lettar ; but the first and last paragraphs are as fol- 
lows: — 

« Ballitore, 29th of 12th month, 1816. 

'' Respected Friend, — I cannot describe the sen- 
sations with which I began to read thy letter. They 
overpowered me. I burst into tears, and, even after I 
had recov^ed composure, found it necessary frequently 
to wipe my spectacles before I reached the condusion. 
I felt astonishment mingled with delight, to find that I, in 
my lonely valley, was looked upon with such benevolence, 
by him who sits upon the top of the hill. That benevo- 
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knee encoarages me again to take up the pen. — That 
day on which I had the pleasore of seeing Ihee and thy 
wife was the tenth day of the sixth month (June)^ 1784. 
It was the day thou introduced thy bride to thy firiendi. 
She sat on a sofa with Jane Bnrke ; thou stood with 
Edmund near the window. May I ask how long it is 
since thou wast visited by the affliction of losing her, 
and how many children are left to comfort thee? 
But this is a delicate chords and perhaps I should not 
touch it. The report of my having received a letter 
from thee, quickly spread through Ballitorey and I was 
congratulated by my family, friends, and neighbours, 
with unfeigned cordiality, on this distinction ; for we 
partake in each other^s joys and sorrows, being dosdy 
united in friendship and good neighbourhood. We are 
mostly a colony of Quakers ; and those who are not of 
our profession, in their sociai intercourse wiA ua coa^ 
form to our sober habits. None of us are wealthy, all 
depending on industry for our humble competence, yet we 
find time to recreate ourselves with books, and generally 
see every publication which is proper for our perusal. 
Some profess not to relish poetry; yet thou hast con- 
trived to charm us all, and sorry shall we be if thy next 
visit be to take leave. Therefore do n«>t mar the 
pleasure we anticipate, by a threat so alarming. In thy 
partiality for femde society, I discern a resemblance to 
dear Cowper, our other moral poet, but enlivened by that 
flow of cheerfulness, which he so sadly wanted. 

" I cannot define my motives for writing to thee. ^ 
perfectly recollect that one of them wa9 the wish to be M" 
sured of the reality of thy characters. I suppose, alaOj 
I wished to know thy own ; but I did not imagix*^ 
I could give pleasure to tiiee by audi an address i 
indeed, I feared ofibiding, though that fear was di^** 
sipated when I opened one of thy volumes. Ho^ 
condescending art thou to gratify my curiosity, asK^ 
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how glad am I to find myself right in my conjee, 
ture ! But I felt confident that what impressed our 
hearts so deeply must be truth. I could say much 
more^ but I curb myself, considering who I am^ and 
whom I address ; and am, with sentiments of gratitud«> 
and respect, sincerely thy friend, 

*' Mary Lbadbeater.** 

I am approaching the period of my father's return 
to the high society of London ; and, perhaps, a few 
remarks on his qualifications for mixing in such cir. 
cles may, with propriety, precede some extracts from 
the Journal which he kept during his first season in 
the metropolis. When he re-entered such society, his 
position was very different from what it had been 
when he sat at the tables of Mr. Burke, Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, and the Duke of Rutland. Then he was 
under the avowed patronage of persons, whose station 
must have ensured him easy admittance among their 
equals, whatever might have been his own talents for 
society : but when he returned to high life, though 
his poetical reputation would, no doubt, have pro- 
cured him an extensive introduction, nothing but 
his personal qualifications, agreeable or shining, 
could have enabled him to retain his place — nay, 
continually to enlarge the circle of his acquaintance, 
and see the cordiality of his distinguished admirers 
growing into the warmth and attachment of friend- 
ship. 

Now, certainly, all this was not to be attributed 
to any very shining qualities in his conversation 
He had no talent for speaking — never, except a 
one or two public meetings, uttered a sentence in 
the form or tone of a speech in his life, but said 
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(as was admirably remarked by Mr. Murray) '< un* 
common things in so natural and easy a way, that 
he often lost the credit of them.*' Nor were such 
conversational powers as he did possess always at his 
command — they required to be drawn forth and 
fostered. Perhaps, no man with an appearance so 
prepossessing was ever more distrustful of his powers 
to please. Coldness and reserve would benumb them ; 
and he would be abstracted, and even distressed. 
But where he was once received warmly, he generally 
felt that strong partiality which ever unlocked his 
heart and drew forth his powers ; and, under par- 
ticular circumstances, when his spirits were raised, 
he could be the most delightful of companions. 

Argument he sustained with great impatience : 
he neither kept close to his point, nor preserved his 
temper. This dislike of controversial discourse arose, 
in part, probably, from a consciousness that he had 
not cultivated the faculty of close logical reasoning ; 
but partly, also, from an opinion, or rather feeling, 
that he had, against all pretence of colloquial equality. 
He had seen the submission paid to the opinions of 
Johnson and Burke ; and he always readily followed 
the lead of any one whom he thought skilled on the 
topic in question ; but when he ventured an asser- 
tion himself, he expected similar deference. And, 
to be candid, though what he said was pretty sure to 
be just, yet there was an unfair and aristocratic prin- 
ciple in this expectation, which I never could think 
quite in harmony with the general modesty of his 
nature. 

But he had a recommendation for the best society 
infinitely more availing th<ui even the brilliancy of 



TROWBRIDGE. 237 

wit. In appearance, manners, and disposition, he 
was entirely the gentleman. Mr. Burke had dis- 
covered this stamp when he had recently left the 
warehouse of Slaughden, and since that time his 
walk had been at Belvoir, Glemham, and Cam- 
bridge, and hift profession, his studies, his age and 
his literary success, had fully ripened the character. 
Perhaps it may be said, that no one so humbly bom 
and bred, ever retained so few traces of his origin. 
His person and his countenance peculiarly led the 
mind from the suspicion of any, but an highly cul- 
tivated and polished education ; venerable, clerical, 
intellectual, — it seemed a strange inconsistency to 
imagine him, even in early youth, occupied as a 
warehouseman ; and^ in fact, there was no company 
in which his appearance would not have proclaimed 
him an equal. But^ above all, he had the disposition 
of a gentleman, the genuine politeness of a virtuous 
mind, and a warm and benevolent heart, ready to 
enter into the interests of others^ grateful for their 
attentions, and happy in their happiness. 

The vicinity of Trowbridge to Bath, Bowood, &c. 
drew Mr. Crabbe by degrees into the distinguished 
society of London. He was first introduced to the 
noble family of Lansdowne by his brother poet, and, 
in latter days, attached friend^ the Reverend W. L. 
Bowles ; and it was, I believe, under that roof that 
he began an acquaintance, which also soon ripened 
into a strong friendship, with the author of the 
" Pleasures of Memory." Mr. Rogers urged him 
to pay a visit in the summer season to the metropolis: 
he did so, and, taking lodgings near his new friend's 
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residence in St. James's Place, was welcomed in the 
most cordial manner by the whole of that wide cirde» 
— including almost every name distinguished in po- 
litics, fashion, science, literature, and art^ — of which 
Mr. Rogers has so long been considered as the bright- 
est ornament. His reception at Holland House was 
peculiarly warm, in consequence of his early ac- 
quaintance with the late Mr. Fox ; but, indeed, every 
mansion of that class was now open to receive him 
with pride and pleasure ; nor were the attentions of 
royalty withheld. In this brilliant society, to which 
after this time he returned during some weeks for 
several successive seasons^ he became personally ac- 
quainted with Mr. Moore, who soon afterwards came 
to reside at no great distance from Trowbridge, and 
maintained an affectionate intercourse with him to 
the last. He was also introduced, on one of these 
London visits, by Mr. Murray, of Albemarle Street, 
to his correspondent Sir Walter Scott ; and the ad- 
miration and respect they had long felt for each 
other, were but heightened and confirmed by mu- 
tual observation. I am happy to say, that among 
my father's papers have been found several note- 
books, containing short memoranda of these ex- 
citing scenes, and from them I shall extract various 
specimens. They will, however artless, convey, per- 
haps, no inadequate impression of the brilliant re- 
ception he met with. A friend who saw much of 
him under these new circumstances, says, << It is not 
easy to conjecture the effect which the modem 
world produced on one who had associated with 
Burke, Reynolds, and Johnson. As for himself, 
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there can be no doubt that he produced a very 
pleasing impression on those who now, for the first 
time, beheld and heard him. There was much of 
the old school in his manners, and even in the dis- 
position of his beautiful white hair; but this sat 
gracefully on his time of life and professional cha- 
racter, and an apparent simplicity, arising from, his 
strangeness to some of the recent modes of high life, 
was mingled with so much shrewdness of remark, 
that most people found his conversation irresistibly 
amusing. When in society which he particularly 
liked, he would manifest some of the peculiar traits 
which distinguish his writings, in keen pointed sar- 
castic humour, and pithy observations : and to this 
he joined^ in the company of ladies, such a spice 
of the old-fashioned gallantry and politeness, as never 
£uls to please when it is unaffected and genuine.*' 

I proceed to make some extracts from his London 
Journal of 1817. He reached town in company with 
his friend, Mr. W. Waldron, on the 19th of June : — 

'^ June 24sth. — Mr. Rogers; his brother^ and family. 
Mr. and Mrs. Moore^ Tery agreeable and pleasant people. 
Foscolo^ the Italian gentleman. Dante^ &c. Play^ 
Kemble in Coriolanus. 

" ^6th, — Mr. Rogers and the usual company at break- 
fast. Lady Holland comes and takes me to Holland 
House. The old building. Addison's room. Bacon. 
Mr. Fox. The busts and statues. Gardens very plea- 
sant and walks extensive. Meet at Holland House 
Mr. Allen. He appears equally intelligent and affable. 
Must have a difficult part^ and executes it well. A young 
Grecian under Lady Holland's protection* Meet Mr. 
Campbell. Mr. Moore with us. Mr. Rogers joins us 
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in die course of the day. Met Mr. Douglas *, in my way, 
at the Horse Guards^ and promised to dine witJi him 
on Saturday. He says I cannot leave Holland House ; 
that it is eaperimentum cmcis. Dinner. Mr. Brougham, 
who in some degree reminds me of Mr. Burke. ISfiBiAj 
at all subjects, and willing: very friendly. Duchess of 
Bedford, daughter of the Duchess of Gordon. The con. 
fidence of high fashion. In the evening^ Countess Bes- 
horough, a frank and affectionate character, mother of 
Lady Caroline Lamb, invites me to her house the next 
evening. — Miss Fox.t I remember meeting her thirty 
years since ; but did not tell her so, and yet could not 
help appearing to know her; and she questions me 
much on the subject. Parry it pretty weU. — Mrs. Foz4 
All the remains of a fine person; affectionate manna:8 
and informed mind. Diffident and retiring. Appeared 
to be much affected at meeting a friend of her husband. 
Invites me to her house ; and I am told she was mudi 
in earnest. Retire very late. • 

'' ^7th, — Breakfast with Mr. Brougham and Lady 
Holland. Lord Holland to speak at Kemble's retiring, 
at the meeting at Freemasons' Tavern to-morrow. Diffi- 
culty of procuring me an admision ticket, as all are 
distributed. Trial made by somebody, I knew not who, 
failed. This represented to Lady Holland, who makes 
no reply. Morning interview with Mr. Brougham. Mr. 
Campbell's letter. § He invites us to Sydenham. I 

* The late Hon. Sylvester Douglas. 

t Sister to the late Mr. Fox. 

f Widow of the Right Hon. Charles James Fox. 

§ I take the liberty of inserting Mr. Campbell's letter ; — 'ft 
letter full of what only a high mind in such eminent station 
would express. My father had found Mr. Campbell a much 
younger man than he had expected. 

*' Sydenham, June 25. 1817. 

" Mt dear Sir, — I sent an apology to Lady Holland for 
not being able to dine at Holland House to-day ; and at that 
very moment of writing, I felt that I owed also an apology tu 
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^I^Jer it to Mr. Holers and Mr. Moore. Return to town, 
^ie porter ddivers to me a paper containing the ad- 
^^ciission ticket^ procured by Lady Holland's means: 
'Whether request or command I know not. Call on Mr. 
Imogens. We go to the Freemasons' Tavern. The room 
^Blled.' We find a place about half way down the com- 
mon seats^ but not where the managers dine^ Aboye 
the steps. By us Mr. Smithy one of the authors of the 
Keject^ Addresses. Known^ but no introduction. Mr. 
Perry^ editor of the Morning Chronicle^ and Mr. Camp- 
bell^ find us^ and we are inyited into the Committee- 
room. Kemble^ Perry, Lord Erskine^ Mr. Moore^ Lord 

you for not testifying, by my acceptance of the invitation, the 
high value which I attached to an opportunity of meeting you. 
It was, indeed, an indispensable engagement that kept me, 
otherwise it would have been an humiliating self-reflection to 
have neglected such an occaaon of being in the ccmipany of 
Ccahbe. You thought me an old man; but, in addressing 
you, my dear Sir, I feel myself younger than even the differ- 
ence of our years might seem to justify. I have a very youth- 
ful feeling of respect, — nay, if you will pardon me for the 
liberty of saying so, — something of a filial upward-looking 
affM^n for your matured genius and patriarchal reputation. 
This reverence for your classic name would have been equally 
strong in my mind if I had not been so fortunate as to form 
an acquaintance with you; which your kind manners have 
made a proud era in the litde history of my life. That time, 
and tiiat spot, in the library of Holland House, I shall never 
forget, when you shook me a second lime by the hand. It 
must be one of the most enviable privileges of your senior and 
superior merit to confer pleasure on such men as myself, by 
recognising them as younger brothers of your vocation. One 
token of your kindness was a promise to give me a day of your 
society. I would not be importunate on this head ; but I 
cannot help reminding you of it, and assuring you that Mrs. 
Campbell has a very prop^ sympathy with me in the enthu- 
siasm which I feel to have the honour of your presence under 
my roof. Our excellent friend Mr. Rogers, I trust, will ac- 
company you, and you wiU have the goodness to fix the day. 
Believe me, aost estimable Sir, yours truly, 

« T. Caxpbill. " 

VOL, I, R 
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Holland^ Lord Ossory^ whom I saw at Holland 
Dinner announced. Music. Lord Erskine sits t 
me and a young man^ whom I find to be a 
Boswell. Lord Holland's speech after dinner. 
Ode recited.* Campbell's speech. Kemble's — 1 
We leave the company^ and go to Vauxhall t 
Misd Rogers and her party. Stay late. 

" 2Sth, — Go to St. James's Place. Lord ] 
new works^ Manfred, and Tasso's Lament. The 
very fine — but very obscure in places. The '. 
more perspicuous, and more feeble. Seek lodgii 
Bury Street. Females only visible. Dine as 
with Mr. Douglas. Chiefly strangers. My new 1 
a little mysterious. 

« 29<A.— Breakfast at the Coffee-house in Pa 
and go to Mr. Rogers and family. Agree to dii 
then join their party after dinner. Mr. Stothard 
colo. Drive to Kensington Gardens in their c 
Grosvenor Gate. Effect new and striking. Ken 
Gardens have a very peculiar effect ; not exhilar 
think, yet alive and pleasant. Return to my ne 
ings. Enquire for the master. There is one, ] 
stand, in the country. Am at a loss whether my 
is extremely simple, or too knowing. 

'^ 30th. — Letter from Mrs. Norris.t Like 
First hour at Mr. Murray's. A much youn^ 
more lively man than I had imagined. — A ha 
drawing room, where he receives his friends, 
from two to five o'clock. Pictures by Phillips, 
Byron, Mr. Scott, Mr. Southey, Mr. Campbell, 
(yet unfinished), Moore, by Lawrence " (his ] 
ture). '' Mr. Murray wishes me to sit. Advi 



* This beautiful Ode is now included in Mr. O 
collective works. 

f Mr. Crabbe was on terms of intimate friends) 
Mr. and Mrs. Norris, of Hughenden Hall, near M 
Bucks. 
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lifr. Rogers. He recommends. * Dine with Lord 
^haory. Meet Marquis and Marchioness of Lansdowne.t 
Engage to dine on Friday. Lord Gower. 1[. 

"July \8t, — I foresee a long train of engagements. 
IDine with Mr. Rogers. Company : Kemble^ Lord 
JErskine^ Lord Ossory, Sir George Beaumont^ Mr. 
Campbell, and Mr. Moore. Miss R. retires early^ and 
is not seen any more at home. Meet her, at the Gal. 
lery in Pall MaU, with Mr. WestaU. 

*' 2d. — Duke of Rutland. List of pictures burned at 
Belvoir Castle. Dine at Sydenham, with Mr. and Mrs. 
Campbell, Mr. Moore, and Mr. Rogers. Poets* Club." 
* « • • • 

I here interrupt my father's Journal, in order to 
give part of a letter with which I have lately been 
honoured by Mr. Campbell. 

** The first time I met Crabbe was at Holland House, 
where he and Tom Moore and myself lounged the 
better part of a morning about the park and library ; and 
I can answer for one of the party at least being very 
much pleased with it. Our conversation, I remember, 
was about novelists. Your father was a strong Field- 
ingite, and I as sturdy a Smollettite. His mildness in 
literary argument struck me with surprise in so stern a 
poet of nature, and I could not but contrast the unas- 
samingness of his manners with the originality of his 
powers. In what may be called the ready-money small- 

* Mr. Crabbe did sit to Mr. Phillips. (See Frontispiece.) 
•f* I take the liberty of inserting the following passage from 
a letter with which I have recently been honoured by the noble 
marquess : — " Any testimony to your Other's amiable and un- 
affected manners, and to that simplicity of character which he 
united to the uncommon powers of minute observation, would 
indeed be uncalled for ; as it could only express the common 
feeling of all who had access to his society.'* 
\ Nov Duke of Sutherland. 

R 2 
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talk of conversation^ his facility might not peihaps seem 
equal to the known calibre of his talents ; but in Ik 
progress of conversation I recollect remarking that there 
was a vigilant shrewdness that almost eluded you by 
keeping its watch so quietly. Though an oldish maa 
when I saw him, he was not a ^ laudator temporis acti^ 
but a decided lover of later times. 

" The part of the morning which I spent at Holknd 
House with him and Tom Moore, was one, to me at least, 
of memorable agreeableness. He was very frank, and 
even confidential, in speaking of his own fedings. 
Though in a serene tone of spirits, he confessed to me 
that since the death of his wife he had scarcely known 
positive happiness. I told him that in that respect, viz. 
the calculation of our own happiness, we are apt to de- 
ceive ourselves. The man whose manners are mild and 
tranquil, and whose conversation is amusing, cannot be 
positively unhappy. 

'^ When Moore left us we were joined by Foscolo; 
and I remember as distinctly as if it had been yesterday, 
the contrasted light in which Crabbe and Foscolo struck 
me. It is not an invidious contrast — at least my feel- 
ings towards Ugo's memory intend it not to be so, — yet 
it was to me morally instructive, and, I need hardly say, 
greatly in favour of your father. They were both men 
of genius, and both simple. But, what a different sort 
of simplicity ! I felt myself between them as if I had 
been standing between a roaring cataract and a placid 
stream. Ugo raged and foamed in argument, to my 
amusement, but not at all to your father's liking. He 
could not abide him. What we talked about I do not 
recollect ; but only that Ugo's impetuosity was a foil to 
the amenity of the elder bard. 

" One day — and how can it fail to be memorable to 
me when Moore has commemorated it.^ — your father* 
and Rogers, and Moore, came down to Sydenham pretty 
early in the forenoon, and stopped to dine with me. We 
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tidked of founding a Poets' Club, and even set about 
deedng the members, not by ballot, but vivd voce. The 
scheme failed, I scarcely know how ; but this I know, 
that, a week or so afterwards, I met with Perry, of the 
Morning Chronicle, who asked me how our Poets' Club 
was going on. I said, ' I don't know — we have some 
difficulty in giving it a name, — we thought of calling 
oarsdyes the Bees,' ' Ah,' said Perry, ^ that's a little 
different from the common report, for they say you are 
to be called the Wasps,* I was so stung with this waspish 
report, that I thought no more of the Poets' Club. 

" The last time I saw Crabbe was, when I dined with 
him at Mr. Hoare's at Hampstead. He very kindly 
came with me to the coach to see me off, and I never 
pass that spot on the top of Hampstead Heath, with- 
out thinking of him. As to the force and faith of his 
genius, it would be superfluous in me to offer any opinion. 
Pray pardon me for speaking of his memory in this very 
imperfect manner, and believe me, dear sir, yours very 
truly, T. Campbell." 

• • • • • 

I return to Mr. Crabbe's Journal : — 

*'July 3d, — Letter from Trowbridge. I pity you, my 
dear John, but I must plague you. Robert Bloomfield. 
He had better rested as a shoemaker, or even a farmer's 
boy ; for he would have been a farmer perhaps in time, 
and now he is an unfortunate poet. By the way, indis- 
cretion did much. It might be virtuous and affectionate 
in him to help his thoughtless relations ; but his more 
liberal friends do not love to have their favours so 
disposed of. He is, however, to be pitied and assisted. 
Note from Mr. Murray respecting the picture. Go, with 
Bfr. Rogers, in his carriage, to Wimbledon. Earl and 
Countess Spencer. The grounds more beautiful than any 
I have yet seen ; more extensive, various, rich. The 
profusion of roses extraordinary. Dinner. Mr. Heber, 

R 3 
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to whom Mr. Scott addresses one canto of Marmioii. 
Mr. Stanhope. A pleasant day. Sleep at Wimbledon. 
^' 4th. — Morning view, and walk with Mr. Heber and 
Mr. Stanhope. Afterwards Mr. Ri^rs, Lady S.^ Lady 
H. A good picture^ if I dare draw it accurately : to 
place in lower life^ would lose the peculiarities wbidi 
depend upon their station ; yet^ in any station. Re- 
turn with Mr. Rogers. Dine at Lansdowne House. Sir 
James Mackintosh^ Mr. Grenville^ elder brother to Lord 
GrenTille. My visit to Lord Lansdowne's fother in 
this house^ thirty-seven years since! Porter's lodge. 
Mr. Wynn. Lord Ossory. 

^' 5th, — My thirty lines done ; but not well, I fear : 
thirty daily is the self-engagement. Dine at Creorge's 
Cofiee-house. Return. Stay late at Holbom. The 
kind of shops open at so late an hour. Purchase in 
one of them. Do not think they deceive any person 
in particular. 

'^ 6th, — Call at Mr. Rc^rs's, and go to Lady 
Spencer. Go with Mr. Rogers to dine at Highbury 
with his brother and family. Miss Rogers the same at 
Highbury as in town. Visit to Mr. John Nichols. 
He relates the story of our meeting at Muston, and 
enquires for John^ &c. His daughters agreeable women. 
Mr. Urban wealthy. Arrive at home in early time. 
Go to Pall Mall Coffee-house and dine. Feel hurt 
about Hampstead. Mr. Rogers says I must dine with 
him to-morrow, and that I consented when at Syden- 
ham ; and now certainly they expect me at Hampstead, 
though I have made no promise. 

'' 7 th. — Abide by the promise, and take all possible 
care to send my letter; so that Mr. Hoare* may re. 
ceive it before dinner. Set out for Holbom Bridge to 
obtain assistance. In the way find the Hampstead stage, 
and obtain a pronuse of delivery in time. Prepare 

* The late Samuel Hoare, Esq. of Hampstead. 
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to meet our friends at Mr. Rogers's. Agree to go to Mr. 
Phillips, and sit two hours and a half. Mrs. Phillips a 
▼ery agreeable and beautiful woman. Promise to break- 
fast next morning. Go to Holbom. Letter from Mr. 
Frere. Invited to meet Mr. Canning, &c. Letter 
from Mr. Wilbraham. Dinner at Mr. Rogers's with 
Mr. Moore and Mr. Campbell, Lord Strangford, and 
Mr. Spencer. Leave them, and go by engagement to see 
Miss O'Neil, in Lady Spencer's box. Meet there Lady 
Besborough, with whom I became acquainted at Holland 
House, and her married daughter. Lady B. the same 
frank character ; Mr. Grenville the same gentle and 
polite one: Miss O'Neil natural, and I think excel, 
lent ; and even her ^ Catherine,' especially in the act of 
yielding the superiority to the husband, well done and 
touching. Lady Besborough obligingly offers to set 
me down at twelve o'clock. Agreed to visit the Hon. W. 
Spencer* at his house at Petersham, and there to dine 
next day with Mr. Wilbraham. 

*^ 8th» — Mr. Phillips, Sit again. Begin to think 
something may be made. Mrs. Phillips. Find a stray 
child. Mrs. Phillips takes him home. Mr. Murray's. 
Mr. Frere. To dine on Monday next. Dine this day 
with Mr. North. Meet Lord Dundas. Mrs. Wedall. 
Story of the poor weaver^ who begged his master to allow 
him a loom, for the work of which he would charge no- 
thing ; an instance of distress. Thirty lines to-day ; 
but not yesterday : must work up. — I even still doubt 
whether it be pure simplicity, a little romantic, or — • a 
great deal simplified. Yet I may^ and it is likely do. 
mistake. 

*' Qth, — Agree to dine with Mr. Phillips. A day of 
indisposition unlike the former. Dine at George's Cof- 
fee-house, and in a stupid humour. Go to a play not 

* Mr. Spencer, the well-known translator of << Leonora," 
&c. &c. &c. 

R 4 
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verj enliyening ; yet the ' Magpie and Maid' waiy ii 
some parts, afibcting, till you reflected. 

" lOih, — Apology for last night Maiden at a ball; 
I hope not mistress too. Rise early for the coadi to 
Twickenham, as I prefer going first to Mr. Wilbra- 
ham, who fir0t invited me. Ask what is the name of 
every place except one, and that one is Twickenhan^ 
and so go a mile at least beyond. Walk back to Twick« 
enham. Meet a man carrying a child. Qe passed me, 
bat with hesitation ; and there was, as I believed, both 
distress and honesty. As he watched my manner, he 
stopped, and I was unwilling to disappoint him. The 
most accomplished actor could not counterfeit the joy 
and surprise at first, and then the joy without the sur- 
prise afterwards. The man was simple, and had no 
roguish shrewdness. Pope's house. * Civil man, and. 
something more. Mr. Wilbraham. A drive round Ae 
country three hours. Richmond Hill. Recollect Sir 
Joshua's house. Hampton Court. Petersham. InMr^ 
Wilbraham's carriage to Brentford. Take a chaiae to 
Knightsbridge. Make up my thirty lines for yesterday 
and to-day. Take a story from the Dutch impositioD, 
but with great variation. 

^^Wth. — Breakfast with Mr. Rogers; talk of Mr. 
Frere. Mr. Douglas. Called for by Mr. Spencer. 
This gentleman is grandson to the Duke of Marlbo- 
rough. He married, at nineteen, a very beautiful and 
most accomplished woman, in the court of the Duke 
of Weimar. She was sixteen. His manner is fasci- 
nating, and his temper all complacency and kindness. 
His poetry far beyond that implied in the character of 
Vera de Society, I am informed Mrs. S. has very extra- 
ordinary talents. Go in the carriage with his daughter 
to Petersham by Ham House. Introduced to Mrs. 

* Pope's villa, now inhabited by Sir Wathen Waller, Bartt 
and his lady, the Baroness Howe. 
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^enoer^ Sir Hairy Englefield^ and Mr. Standish^ a 
Bond-street man^ Imt of the superior kind ; and so is 
Sir Harry. A very delightful morning. Gardens. Miss 
Splicer drives me to Richmond in her pony-chaise. 
The Duke and Duchess of Cumberland and Madame 
W came in the evening. The Duchess very en- 
gaging. Daughter of the Duke of Weimar^ and sister 
to the Queen of Prussia. Mr. Spencer with them at 
die court. All this period pleasant^ easy, gay^ with a 
tincture of melancholy that makes it delicious. A draw- 
back on mirth^ but not on happiness^ when our affection 
has a mixture of regret and pity. 

*^ I44h, — Some more intimate conversation this morn- 
ing with Mr. and Mrs. Moore. They mean to go to 
Trowbridge. He is going to Paris^ but will not stay long. 
Mrs. Spencer s Album. Agree to dine at Curzon Street. 

A welcome letter from . This makes the day more 

dieerful. Suppose it were so. Well! 'tis not! Goto 
Mr. Rogers^ and take a farewell visit to Highbury. Miss 

Rogers. Promise to go when . Return early. Dine 

there^ and purpose to see Mr. Moore and Mr. Rogers 
in the morning when they set out for Calais. 

" 1 5th, — Was too late this morning. Messrs. Rogers 
and Moore were gone. Go to church at St. James's. 
The sermon good ; but the preacher thought proper to 
apologise for a severity which he had not used. Write 
some lines in the solitude of Somerset House^ not fifty 
yards from the Thames on one side, and the Strand on 
the other ; but as quiet as the sands of Arabia. I am 
not quite in good humour with this day ; but^ happily, 
I cannot say why. 

*' l6th. — Mr. Boswell the younger. Malone's pa- 
pers. He is an advocate^ like most of his countrymen^ 
for Mary. Mr. Frere's poem.* Meet, at Mr. Murray's, 

* '* The Monks and the Giants,** published under the name 
of Whistlecraft, of Stowmarket, Suffolk. 
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Mr. Heber. Mr. Douglas takes me to Mr. Frere at 
Brompton. Meet Mr. Canning and Lord Binning. 
Conversation on church affairs. A little on the poem of 
the Stowmarket men. Go home with Mr. Douglas, and 
call for the ladies at St. James's Place. Write about 
eighty verses. Agree to stay over Sunday. 

<< \Qth, — Picture finished, which allows me more 
time. LadyErrol* and Lady Holland. Invitation from 
Lord Binning, t Write, in consequence of my second 
delay^ to Mrs. Norris and Anna. Resolve not to stay 
beyond Tuesday. Farewell dinner with Mr. Canning. 
Dine to-day with my friends in Curzon Street. Pleasant, 
as all is there. Mrs. Spencer the same agreeable young 
woman. Besides the family. Sir Harry Englefield, a 
Catholic. His character opens upon me very much. He 
appeared to be in earnest, and I hope he was. It would 
be hard if we were judged by our youthful sins, or even 
if sins necessarily impHed unbelief. Meet in my way 
Lady Besborough, with a gentleman and a young lady. 
She does not introduce me, and I pass on ; but^ describing 
the lady, I understand it was Lady Caroline Lamb. 
Lady Besborough comes at night to Mr. Spencer's, and 
confirms it. She invites me to Roehampton. Pleasant 
evening. 

'^ nth, — Omitted a visit to the Duchess of Rutland 
at an earlier time. She invites me to dine ; but our days 
did not accord. Notes from Mr. Frere and Mr. 
Canning. Dine with Mr. Douglas. Mr. Boswell the 
younger : I met the elder in the morning. Many gen. 
tlemen with us. Mr. Douglas sends us home in his 
carriage. Good day, at least as far as relates to Mr. 
Douglas^ who is ever the same. I wrote to Trowbridge. 
They are not correct in their opinion: yet I love 
London ; and who does not, if not confined to it ? A 

* The Countess Dowager of Enrol, wife of the Rigbt 
Honourable Johu Hookham Frere. 
f Now Earl of Haddington. 
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▼idt from Sir Harry Englefield. There is an affectionate 
manner, which almost hides his talents ; and they are 
not trifling. Wrote my lines to.day, but no more. 

" ISth, — Read the pamphlet Mr. Boswell recom- 
mended : natural, certainly, and the man had too much 
provocation for his act. There is the wish of the heart 
to acquit itself, but that is very common. Dine with 
Mr. Murray. Very fine day. Sir Harry in good spirits, 
exempt during his vehemence. Mr. Phillips. Mr. 
Chantry. His ^ Mother and Infants' in the exhibition. 
Mr. and Mrs. Graham. The Mrs. Graham • who wrote 
the lively India Journal, a delightful woman ! Mr. 
Phillips argued, and preserved his temper. Sir Harry 
was silent, for fear of being tumultuous. The dinner 
in every respect as in a nobleman's house. Join the 
ladies. Mrs. Graham still lively. Sir Harry's account 
of the Isle of Wight ; a folio, with prints. At eleven 
o'clock enters Lady Caroline Lamb. She offers to take 
me on a visit to her company at twelve o'clock. I hesi- 
tated, for I had curiosity ; but finally declined. Mr. 
Wilkie. His picture in the exhibition much admired. 

'* ^Qth. — Agreed to sit half an hour, for Mr. Phillips 
to retouch the' picture. Breakfast with them once more. 
— Leave them, and return to Bury Street, and find a 
note ! ! What an unaccountable ! It is so ridiculous ! 
— Foscolo ; who said he would call, and I must go 
with him to his friends. Lady Flint, and sister, and 
nieces. He came, and I assented. I was paid for com- 
pliance. They are very delightful women. Go and 
call on Mrs. Spencer : find Sir Harry Englefield. These 
are two favourite characters. Dine at Lord Binning's. 
Lady Binning, with one visiter. She knows me, and 
we are at ease. Mr. Canning more lively as with his 
friends, and very pleasant. Mr. Frere could not dine. 

* Maria Graham, now Mrs. Calcott. 
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Lady Errol indicrposed. Mr. Robinson. * Concdn 
J. B.'s size and good temper^ with a look of more under- 
standing, and better manner. Mr. Huekisson — coun- 
tenance less open ; grew more free^ and became pleasant. 
The Speaker t polite^ and rather cheerful ; a peculiar 
cast of the countenance ; pleasing certainly. Mrs. 
Canning I thought reserved ; but all appearance of this 
retired. I was too much a stranger among friends; bat 
before we parted^ all became easy. Lord Binning a 
sensible^ polite man. 

'' 20th, — I wake ill this morning and nerrous ; 
and so little do we judge of the future, that I was half 
inclined to make apologies, and not join the pleasantest 
of all parties. I must go from this infatuating scene. 
— Walk in the Park, and in some degree recoTcr. 
"Write two hours. At seven go to Sir Harry Englefidd. 
A large house that overlooks the Park and Serpentine 
River. Disappointed of Mr. Spencer; but Mrs. Spencer, 
and Miss Churchill, and Miss Spencer dine with us. 
Mr. Murray and Mr. Standish. Notliing particularly 
worthy of remark at dinner ; but after dinner, one of 
the best conversations since I came to town. Mr. 
Spencer and Miss Churchill chiefly ; on the effbct of 
high polish on minds ; chiefly female ; Sir Harry some^ 
times joining, and Miss Spencer. A very delightftil 
evening. Sir Harry's present of Ariosto's inkstand. 
Of a double value, as a gift, and from the giver. Mr. 
Standish and Mr. Murray leave us. Part painfully at 
one o'clock. Yes, there are at Trowbridge two or three; 
and it is well there are. Promise (if I live) to return 
in the winter. Miss Churchill a very superior and in- 
teresting woman. Take leave of my friend Sir Harry. 
The impression rather nervous, and they will smile at 

* The Right Honourable Frederick Robinson, now Earl 
of Ripen. 
f The Right Honourable Charles Manners Sutton. 
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I am afraid ; but I shall still fed. I shall think 
of thifl eyening. 

*^Qlst. — I irould not appear to mysdf superstitious. 
I Tetumed late last nighty and my i^ections were as 
eheerftd as such company could mtike them, and not, I 
am afraid, of the most humiliating kind ; yet, for the 
first time these many nights, I was incommoded by 
creams, such as would cure vanity for a time in any 
mind where they could gain admission. Some of Bax- 
ter's mortifying spirits whispered very singular com- 
binations. None, indeed, that actually did happen in the 
very worst of times, but still with a formidable re- 
semblance. It is doubdess very proper to have the 
mind dius brought to a sense of its real and possible 
alliances, and the evils it has encountered, or might have 
had ; but why these images should be given at a time 
when the thoughts, the waking thoughts, were of so 
opposite a nature, I cannot account. So it was. Awake, 
I had been with the high, the apparently happy : we 
were very pleasantly engaged, and my last Uiougfats were 
cheerful. Asleep, all was misery and degradation, not 
my own only, but of those who had been. — That hor- 
rible image of servility and baseness — that mercenary 
and commercial manner I It is the work of imagin- 
ation, I suppose ; but it is very strange. I must leave 
it,* — Walk to Holbom. Call and pay for yesterday's 
cofiee, which, with a twenty-pound note and some gold, 
I could not disdharge then. A letter from Mrs. Nonis ; 
like hersdf and all hers. Now for business. Called at 
Holbom, and stayed an hour with P , York Cofi&e- 

* Mc Moore, on Teading this journal in MS., writes thns : — 
*< The Journal of your fadier is a most interesting document ; 
and it is rather curious that some parts of it should so much 
resemble the journalising style of Byron, particularly that de- 
scribing his frightful dream after a day of enjoyment,'* A very 
striking poem, entitled, « Dreams,** &c., will be given in the 
posthumous volume. 
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house. Retum and write. Go to Oxford Street to take 
a place for Wycombe, a mile and a half from Mr. Noriis. 
After a short delay, I pay my visit to Mrs. Spencer. Her 
husband's note left with me. Find her and the yoong 
people. Retum by Mr. Murray's, and send to Lady 
ErroFs from lus house. He obligingly sent his servant 
to Bury Street. Lady Enrol much better. May hope 
to meet Mr. Frere this day at dinner. Prepare to go 
with Mr. Douglas to Mr. Canning's. — Mr. Canning's 
dinner. Grardens and house in very beautiful style: 
doubly seduded^ and yet very near town.* Mr. 
Huskkson, two younger gentlemen, Mr. Frere, Mr. 
Canning, Mr. Douglas, and myself. Claret more par- 
ticularly excellent. Ministeriid daret. A lively day. 
Shakspeare. Eton and Westminster. Mr. Canning. 
— This is the last evening in town, notwithstanding 
the very kind invitation of Mr. Douglas. And here I 
may close my journal, of certainly the most active, and, 
with very little exception, — that is, the exception of 
one or two persons, — the most agreeable of all excur- 
sions — except ." 

*' 22d. — Oxford Street politician, who assures me 
nothing can be more true, than that ministers send 
spies to Ireland with money to intoxicate the poor peo* 
pie; who are persuaded to enter into treason while 
drunk, are taken next morning to a magistrate, con> 
demned on the evidence of the seducer, and executed 
before noon : and this man seemed ready to testify od 
oath, as a major somebody had testified to him. — Three 
o'clock for Wycombe. Arrive at eight, and walk to 
the great house, as my guide was proud to call it. Mrs. 
Norris: she looks as one recovering, but not quite well 
Her spirits as usual. 

'* 2Sd, — ^A vile engagement to an oratorio at churchy 
by I know not how many noisy people ; women as 

* Mr. Canning at this time resided at Gloucester Lod^ 
■ear Brompton. 
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well as men. Luckily^ I sat where I could write un- 
observed, and wrote forty lines, only interrupted by a 
song of Mrs. Brand — a hymn, I believe. It was less 
doleful than the rest. — Party at dinner. Music after 
dinner, much more cheerful and enlivening than at 
church. — Solitary evening walk. Things soon be- 
come familiarised, when the persons are well known. 
Thought of Sunday next, and wrote about half a sermon 
upon confirmation. 

'^ 24th. — Read Miss Edgeworth's dramas. Company 
at breakfast. Finish my sermon. — Must determine to 
go to-morrow. Younger dear's birthday." 

• • • • • 

The following is an extract from a letter of the 
25th:— 

'' This visit to London has, indeed, been a rich one. 
I had new things to 'see, and was, perhaps, something 
of a novelty myself. Mr. Rogers introduced me to al- 
most every man he is acquainted with; and in this 
number were comprehended all I was previously very 
desirous to obtain a knowledge of." 

Shortly after his return to Trowbridge from this 
excursion of 1817j my father wrote as follows to his 
friend at Ballitore : — 

'' A description of your village society would be 
very gratifying to me — how the manners differ from 
those in larger societies, or in those under different 
circumstances. I have observed an extraordinary dif- 
ference in village manners in England, especially 
between those places otherwise nearly alike, when there 
was and when there was not a leading man, or a 
squire's family, or a manufactory near, or a populous, 
vitiated town, &c. All these, and many other cir- 
cumstances, have great influence. Your quiet viDage, 
with such influencing nainds, I am disposed to think 
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highly of. No one^ perhaps^ very rich — nxme mkenUf 
poor. No girb^ from six years to fltxteea, seat I0 • 
factory^ where men^ women^ and children of all ages an 
continually with them hreathing contagion. Not all^ how- 
ever : we are not so evil — there is a resisting power^and 
it is strong ; hut the thing itself, the congregation 4»f so 
many minds^ and the intercourse it occasions, will haie 
its powerful and visihle ^ect But these yoa have not : 
yet^ as you mention your schools of hoth kinds^ yoa 
must he more populous and perhi^s not so hapi^ as I 
was giving myself to believe. 

'^ I will write my name and look for two lines ; but 
complying with you, my dear lady, is a kind of vanity.* 
I find, however, no particular elevation of spirit, and will 
do' as you desire; indeed, your desire must be very 
unlike yours, if I were not glad to comply with it; 
for the world has not spoiled you, Mary, I do l)& 
lieve : now it has me. I have been absorbed in its 
mighty vortex, and gone into the midst of its gieatDeiCf 
and joined in its festivities and frivolities, and bees 
intimate with its children. You may like me very w^ 

* Mrs. Leadbeater had requested Mr. Crabbe to gi?e an 
autograph for Mr. Wilkinson, the Quaker poet, the same 
worthy man to whom Wordsworth refers in the venesy 

" Spade with which Wilkinson hath tUlVl his landi,'* ftc 

and he sent the following scrap : — 

" Enclosed, at Mrs. Leadbeater's request, for Thomas IIHI- 
kinson*s collection of handwritings :— 

*' One calm, cold evening, when the moon waa high. 
And rode sublime within the cloudy sky. 
She sat within her hut, nor seem'd to feel 
Or cold, or want, but tum'd her idle whed ; 
And with sad song its melancholy tone 
Mix'd — all imconscious that she dwelt alone.** 

" The above six lines are from a discarded poem : they vn 
good for little, and the epithet * idle * may not seem proper fSar 
a spinning wheel : but my poor heroine was discarded, and, 
therefore, it was idle, because profitless.** 
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my kind friend^ while the purifjring water^ and your 
more efifectoal imagination, is between us ; but come you 
to Eng^d, or Jet me be in Irdand^ and place us where 
mind becomes acquaiated with mind^ — and dien ! ah, 
Mary Leadhaater ! you would have done with your 
fnendahip wUh me I Child of simplicity and virtue, 
how can you let yourself be iso deceived ? Am I not a 
great fat Rector, liviagnpon a mighty income, whUe 
my poor curate istanres with six hungry children, upon 
Ihe scraps tlwt fall horn the luxurious table ? Do I 
not visit that honifafe London, and enter into its abOi- 
minahle dissipations? Am I not this day going to 
dine on venison and dnnk claret* ? Have I not been at 



* Mfb. Leadbeater says, in her angwer to this letter i — ^* Have 
I given tpo partial an aceoimt of our little community? Atk 
those who ?isit BalUtore; who quit it with regret, and return 
to it with Jidight ; some of whom call it the Classic Vale;, 
some the Tale of Temp^, some the Happy Valley, some Sim- 
pb'city*s Tale; while odiers take a higher flight, and dignify it 
by the name of Athens : all agreeing, that we live like one 
large .family. Thus, from inrancy to age preserved in this 
«ale enclosure, surrounded by «s«eUent examples, have I not 
much to be accountable for ? And yet how little am I cleansed 
from secret faults, I shall not say, for I fear one of these is a 
desire to appear better than I am to him whose good opinion 
I do indeed lughly value, and who, I believe, is disposed to be 
more severe upon himself than upon another ; but if the grace- 
ful figure which I saw in London ^- designated by my father 
■* the youth with the sow name. and Ihe *weet countenaooe '^m. 
has become somewhat corpulent, that » a consequence of good 
humour as well as good living ; and why not partake of venison 
and claret with the moderation whidi such a mind will dictate ? 
The sentiment ^pressed in an old joiig has oeonrred to ne, 
when too little allowance has been made for those in exalted 

situations : — 

* Deeeit XI1117 dnu in iiajen gown. 
And truth in diamonds shina* 

From my own contracted sphere I have had some opportuni- 
ties of perceiving the virtues which, beaming from the zenith 
of wealth and nmk, difiiise their influence to a wide extent*" 

VOL, I. S 
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election dinnere^ and joined the BabeLoonftuioii of t 
town-hall ? Child of simplicity ! am I fit to he a friend 
to you^ and to the peaceful^ mild^ pure^ gentle peoplfc 
about you ? One thing only is troe^ — I wish I had tbe 
qualification ; but I am of the worlds Mary. Thoo^ 
I hope to procure a free cover for you^ yet I dare* not 
be sure^ and so must husband my room. I am sonj 
for your account of the fever among your poor. Would 
I could suggest any thing ! I shall dine with one of 
our representatives to day ; but such subjects pass off: 
all say, ' Poor people, I am sorry,' and there it ends. My 
new Tales are not yet entirely ready, but do not want 
much that I can give them. I return all your good 
wishes, think of you, and with much regard, more thaa, 
indeed, belongs to a man of the world ! Still, let me be 
permitted to address thee. — O ! my dear Mrs. L., this 
is so humble that I am afraid it is vain. Well ! write 
jM)on, then, and believe me to be most sincerely, and 
affectionately yours, Geoboe Csabbe.'* 

I have introduced the above extract in this places 
on account of the allusions it contains to my fi^er'c 
reception in the gay world of London, — a reception »i 
the nature of which his own family, until his joumak 
came to light after his death, had never had an exad 
notion. When he returned home after one of thes« 
intoxicating visits to the metropolis, no one coulc 
trace the slightest difference in his manners or habits 
He rarely spoke, even to his sons, of the brillianl 
circles in which he had been figuring ; and when some 
casual circumstance led to the passing mention of 
some splendid connection, there was such unaffected 
simplicity in the little vanity of his air, if I may so call 
it, that it only served to show that he did appreciate 
justij, what his natural good sense would not pennit 
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im to value above its real worth, or to dwell on so 
i to interfere with the usual duties and pursuits of 
is own station and long formed tastes. He re- 
Lmed next morning, just as if nothing had hap» 
Hied, his visits among his parishioners, his care of 
Irish business, his books and papers, and last, not 
ast, his long rambles among the quarries near 
rowbridge : for never, after my mother*s death, did 
i return seriously to botany, the favourite study of 
s earlier life. Fossils were thenceforth to him what 
eeds and flowers had been : he would spend hours 
I hours hammer in hand, not much pleased if any one 
terrupted him, rarely inviting either my brother or 
y self to accompany him^ and, in short, solitary as far 
he could manage to be so — unless when some little 
>y or girl of a friend's family pleaded hard to be al- 
wed to attend him, and mimic his labours with a tiny 
immer. To children he was ever the same. No word 
' look of harshness ever drove them from his side, 
and I believe," says a friend* who knew him well, 
many a mother will bless, many days hence, the 
icident that threw her offspring into the way of his 
ilaboured and paternal kindness and instruction." 
To his proper ministerial duties he returned with 
[ual zeal. ** To these,'' observes the same dear friend 
* his, " Mr.Crabbe ever attached great importance, 
e would put off a meditated journey rather than 
ave a poor parishioner who required his services; 
id, from his knowledge of human nature, he was 
lie, in a remarkable manner, to throw himself into 
.^circumstances of those who needed his help — no 

* Mias Hoare. 

s 2 



S60 LIFE OF CRABBE. 

sympathy was like his,' and no aian, perhaps, kad iliB 
inmost feelings of others more frequently laid«p6nlo 
his inspection. He did not, however, enjoy the hap- 
piness which many pastors express in being ahle to 
benefit their flocks ; never was satisfied that he used 
the best means ; complained that men more imbued 
with a sense of the terrors of the Lord and less with 
his mercies, succeeded better ; and was glad to ask 
advice of all in whose judgment and experience he 
confided. Whatever might be the enjoyments of his 
study, he never allowed any of the numerous peti- 
tioners who called in the course of the day to be dis- 
missed by a servant. He saw them all, and ofien gave 
them more pecuniary aid than he thought right.; 
and when the duties of a magistrate were afterwands 
added to those of a clergyman, these multiplied oaUs 
scarcely allowed him necessary relaxation." 

His then parishioner, Mr. Taylor, says ^ on the 
same subject: — *<His income amounted to about 
800/. per annum, a large portion of which he sjpeat 
in acts of charity. He was the common refiage of 
the unhappy — 

• In erreiy fiunily 

Alike in every generation dear, 

Hie children's &yourite, and the grandsire's friaad, 

Tried, trusted, and beloved. * 

To him it was recommendation enough to be poor 
and wretched. He was extremely moderate in the 
exaction of tithes. When told of really poor de- 
faulters, his reply was, '< Let it be - — thc^ cannot 
afford to pay so well as I can to waat it — let it bfr' 
His charity was so well known that he was regularly 

* In a short sketch of his life, published at Bath* 
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fiflited by mendicants of all grades. He listened to^ 
their long stories of wants and woes, gave them a 
trifle, and then would say, < God save you, — ^I can do 
no more for you ;* but he would sometimes follow 
^em, on reflection, and double or quadruple his 
^ift. He has been known to dive into those obscure 
levies of wretchedness and want, where wandering 
paupers lodge, in order to relieve them. He was, 
of course, often imposed upon ; which discovering, 
lie merely said, < God forgive them, — I do.' 

<< He was anxious for the education of the humbler 
classes. The Sunday school was a favourite place 
of resort. When listening to the children, he olv* 
served^ ' I love to hear the little dears, and now old 
age has made me a fit companion for them.^ He 
was much beloved by the scholars : on leaving the 
school he would give them a Bible, with suitable 
admonition. His health was generally good, though 
he sometimes suffered from the tic douloureux. Not 
k>ng before his death he met a poor old woman in 
the street, whom he had for some time missed at 
church, and asked her if she had been ill. < Lord 
bless you. Sir — no,' was the answer, * but it is of 
ao use going to t^our church, for I can't hear ; you 
do speak so low.' — * Well, well, my good old friend,' 
said he, slipping half a crown into her hand, < you 
do quite right in going where you can hear.'*' 

I may here add> that Mr. Crabbe was a subscriber 
to most of our great charitable institutions, and, as a 
member of the British and Foreign Bible Society,, 
was prevculed upon* to take the chair at the meetings 
in Trowbridge ; Imt his aversion to forms and cere- 

s S 
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mony, and to set speeches, made it a very painM 
station. 

JMr. Crabbe was now (1817 and 1818) busily en- 
gaged in finishing the last of his hitherto published 
works — that which he originally entitled " Remem- 
brances," but which, by Mr. Murray's advice, vas 
produced as " Tales of the Hall." His note-book was 
at this time ever with him in his walks, and he would 
every now and then lay down his hammer to insert a 
new or amended couplet. He fancied that autunmwaS) 
on the whole, the most favourable season for him in 
the composition of poetry ; but there was something' 
in the effect of a sudden fall of snow that appeared 
to stimulate him in a very extraordinary manner. It 
was during a great snow storm that, shut up in his 
room, he wrote almost currente caJamo his Sir Eus- 
tace Grey. Latterly, he worked chiefly at night) 
after the family had all retired ; and in case any one 
should wish to be informed of such important par- 
ticulars, he had generally by him a glass of very 
weak spirits and water, or negus; and at all times in- 
dulged largely in snuff, which last habit somewhat 
interfered, as he grew old, with the effects of his 
remarkable attention to personal cleanliness and 
neatness of dress. 

Would the reader like to follow my father into his 
library? — a scene of unparalleled confusion — win- 
dows rattling, paint in great request, books m every 
direction but the right — the table — but no, I cannot 
find terms to describe it, though the counterpart 
might be seen, perhaps^ not one hundred miles from 
the study of the justly famed and beautiful rectory 
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of Bremhill. Once, when we were staying at Trow- 
bridge, in his absence for a few days at Bath, my 
eldest girl thought she should surprise and please 
him by putting every book in perfect order, making 
the best bound the most prominent ; but, on his 
return, thanking her for her good intention, he re- 
placed every volume in its former state; " for," said 
he, *^ my dear, grandpapa understands his own 
confusion better than your order and neatness." 

The following is part of a letter to a female 
friend at Trowbridge, written on the 7th of May, 
1819, when Mr. Crabbe was again in London : — 

'^ I came to town with a lady who resides near 

W , and her husband is an agriculturist upon a 

large scale ; that^ I suppose^ is the more consequential 

name for a farmer ; but Mr. is a reading and 

studying farmer^ and upon another scale than orctinary 
persons of that class ; and Mrs. — ^ also reads^ and 
knows what is read and talked of. She spoke of most 
of those of whom other people talk^ and^ among other 
things^ asked me if I knew Crabbe ? I did not act 
generously^ for I evaded the question; and then she 
told me that she was invited to meet him at dinner at 
Mr. West's^ the painter. I thought it proper to put 
the lady right ; which^ however^ was a matter of no im- 
portance : she went on in the same way ; but I^ of neces- 
sity, withdrew a part of my attention. 

'^ If I could convey to you a good picture of the Aca- 
demical Dinner^ I would try and paint one ; but I can 
only say^ it was singular and grand. We dined in the 
great room^ where the principal pictures were placed^ 
which covered every part of it. Our number^ I judge> 
about 180 or 200 : we had one royal duke^ Sussex ; the 
duke of Wellington ; we had four ambassadors (at whose 
table I was placed, with two English gentlemen^ luckily) ; 

s 4 
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and many of our nobility. The dinner itself was like all 
▼ery large dinners ; but the toasts^ music^ and speeches 
after we had dined^ were in a high style. Between the 
healths were short pieces from a band of performers; 
who were paid for attendance ; and there was an im- 
posing air of dignity during the whole time. I had l3ie 
pleasure of meeting several friends; but Lord Holland 
was prevented by a fit of the gout. I was not a little 
surprised to see my picture by Phillips* ; for, if any^ I 
expected the other; — and they all said that not only ^e 
likeness was strongs but the picture good ; and I be- 
lieve it is so, because Lord Holland is to have it copied, 
and placed with those in his library. I slept two nights 
at Holland House^ and dined three times before Lady 
H. was weary of me^ and even at last I was treated 

with marveUous kindness. I shall be lectured at ; 

but no matter : we must pay for the honours and emo- 
luments which we gain in this world of struggles. I 
am going to-day to dine at the Thatdied House, being 
dected a member of the Literary Society. When I 
yave seen my brethren^ and paid my subscription, I 
shall better judge whedier the honour makes amends 
for the costs." 

In June, 1819, the " Tales of the Hall" were pub- 
lished by Mr. Murray ; who, for them and the re- 
maining copyright of all my father's previous poems, 
gave the munificent sum of 3000/. The new work 
had, at least, as general approbation as any that had 
gone before it; and was not the less liked for its 
opening views of a higher class of society than hfli 
had hitherto dealt much in. But I reserve what 
particulars I have to offer with respect to the sub- 
jects of these Tales, for notes to its forthcoming 
republication in the collective edition, of which this 

* Mr. Crabbe bad also sat for his portrait to Mr. Ficken^U. 
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Utile narratiye may be considered as the pre&ee. I 
dially however, ayail myself of the permission to in- 
sert in this place a letter lately addressed to Mr 
Murray, by Mr. Moore, which, among other interest- 
ing particulars, gives a curious enough account of 
some transactions respecting the publication of the 
new work: — 

" Sloperton Cotta^, Jamiary 1. 1834. 

** My DEAR Mr. Murray^ — Had I been aware that 
your time of publication was so near, the few scattered 
notices and recollections of Mr. Crabbe^ which it is in 
my power to furnish for his son's memoir^ should have 
been presented in a somewhat less crude and careless 
shape, than, in this hasty reply to your letter, I shall 
be able to give them. 

** It was in the year 1817, if I recofleet right, that, 
during a yisit of a few weeks to London, I first became 
acquainted with Mr. Crabbe ; and my opportunities of 
seeing him during that period^ at Mr. Rogers's and 
Holland House, were frequent. The circumstance con. 
nected with him at that time, which most dwelt upon 
my memory, was one in which you yourself were con- 
cerned ; as it occurred in the course of the negotiation 
which led to your purchase of the copyright of his 
poems. Though to Crabbe himself, who had up to this 
period receiyed but little for his writings, the liberal sum 
which you offered, namely, 3000/., appeared a mine of 
wealth, the two friends whom he had employed to 
negotiate for him, and who, both exquisite judges 
of literary merit, measured the marketable yalue of his 
works by their own admiration of them, thought that a 
bargain more advantageous might be made, and (as you, 
probably, now for the first time learn,) applied to 
another eminent house on the subject. Taking but too 
just a measure of the state of public taste at that moment, 
the respectable publishers to whom I allude named, as 
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die Utmost which they oooM afford to give^ bat a diifd 
of the nun which yoa had the day before oflfered. In 
this predicament^ the situation of poor Ciahbe was most 
criticaL He had seen within his reach a prise far be- 
yond his most sanguine hopes^ and was now^ by the 
oyer-sanguineness of friends, put in danger of losing it 
Change of mind, or a feeling of umbrage at this re- 
ferenoe to other publishers, might, not unnaturally, it 
was feared, induce you to decline all further negotiation ; 
and that such was likely to be the result there i^peared 
erery reason to apprehend, as a letter which Crabbe had 
addressed to you, saying that he had made up his mind 
to accept your offer, had not yet received any answer. 

'^ In d^ crisis it was that Mr. Rogers and myidf^ 
anxious to relieve our poor friend from hia sospensei 
called upon you, as you must well remembcs', in 
Albenuurle Street ; and seldom have I watched a coon- 
tenanoe with more solicitude, or heard words diat 
gave me much more pleasure, than when, on the sub- 
ject being mentioned, you said, 'Oh yea — I have 
heard from Mr. Crabbe, and look upon the matter as all 
setded.' I was rather pressed, I recollect, for time 
that morning, having an appointment on some business 
of my own; but Mr. Rogers insisted that I should 
accompany him to Crabbe's lodgings, and ei\{oy die 
pleasure of seeing bim relieved from his suspense. We 
found him sitting in his room, alone, and expecting die 
worst ; — but soon dissipated all his fears by the agree- 
able intelligence which we brought. 

** When he received the bills for 3000/., we eamesdy 
advised that he should, without delay^ deposit them in 
some safe hands ; but no— he must ' take them vrith him 
to Trowbridge, and show them to his son John. They 
would hardly believe in his good luck, at home, if they 
did not see the bills.' On his way down to Trowbridge^ 
a friend at Salisbury, at whose house he rested (Mr. 
Everett^ the banker)^ seeing diat he carried these bills 
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bosely in his waistcoat pockety requested to be allowed 
to take charge of them for him ; but with equal ill- 
sacoess. ' There was no fear^' he said^ ' of his losing 
them^ and he must show them to his son John.' 

'^ It was during the same visit of Mr. Crabbe to 
London^ that we enjoyed a very agreeable day together^ 
at Mr. Horace Twiss's;— a day remarkable^ not only 
lor the presence of this great poet^ but for the amusing 
assemblage of other remarkable characters who were 
there collected ; the dinner guests beings besides the 
Dowager Countess of Cork^ and the present Lord and 
Lady Clarendon, Mr. William Spencer, Kean the actor^ 
Colonel Berkeley^ and Lord Petersham. Between 
^ese two last mentioned gentlemen Mr. Crabbe got 
seated at dinner ; and though I was not near enough to 
hear distinctly their conversation, I could see that he 
Was alternately edified and surprised by the information 
they were giving him. 

'^ In that same year^ I had the good luck to be 
present with him at a dinner in celebration of the 
ihemory of Burns^ where he was one of a large party 
(yourself among the number)^ whom I was the means 
a collecting for the occasion ; and who, by the way^ 
subscribed liberally towards a monument to the Scottish 
bard, of which we have heard nothing ever since. 
Another public festival to which I accompanied him 
was the anniversary of the Wiltshire Society ; where^ 
on his health being proposed from the Chair by Lord 
Lansdowne^ he returned thanks in a short speech^ 
simply^ but collectedly, and with the manner of a man 
not deficient in the nerve necessary for such displays. 
In looking over an old newspaper report of that 
dinner, I find, in a speech by one of the guests^ the 
following passage, which, more for its truth than its 
eloquence, I here venture to cite : * Of Mr. Crabbe, the 
speaker would say^ that the Musa severior which he 
worships has had no influence whatever on the kindly 
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di^ositions of his heart : bat diat^ while, with ik^ eye 
of a sage and a poet^ he looks pcnetratinglj into the 
dari[«r region of human nature^ he stands snrroimded 
by its most genial light himsdf.* 

" In the summer of the year 1824^ I passed a few 
days in his company at Longleaty the noble seat of the 
Marqnis of Bath ; and it was ther^ as we walked aboofc 
those delicious gardens^ that he^ for the first time^ told 
me of an unpublished poem which he had by him, tth 
titled, as I think he then said^ the ' Departure and the 
Return^' and the same^ doubtless^ whidi you are now 
about to giye to the world. Among the visiters at 
Longleat^ at that time^ was the beautiful Madame * * \ 
a Genoese lady> whose knowledge and love of English 
literature rendered her admiration of Crabbe's goiius 
doubly flattering. Nor was either the beauty or the 
praises of the fair Italian thrown away upon the ve. 
nerable poet; among whose many amiable attribatesa 
dne appreciation of the charms of female society was 
not the least conspicuous. There was^ indeed^ in his 
manna to women^ a sweetness bordering rather too 
much upon what the French call douoerewf, and I 
remember hearing Miss * * *^ a lady known as the writer 
of some of the happiest jeux d'esprit of our day, aay 
once of him^ in allusion to this excessive courtesy—^ the 
cake is no doubt very good, but there is too much BQg«r 
to cut through in getting at it.' 

'^ In reference to his early intercourse with Mr« 
Burke, Sir James Mackintosh had, more than onoe^ 
said to me, ' It is incumbent on you, Moore, who are 
Crabbe's neighbour, not to allow him to leave this wodd 
widiout putting on record, in some shape or other, all that 
he remembers of Burke.' On mentioning this to Mr, 
Rogers, when he came down to Bowood, one summer, 
to meet Mr. Crabbe^ it was agreed between us that we 
should use our imited efforts to sift him upon this sub- 
ject, and endeavour to collect whatever traces of Bea* 
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MUfifiekl might still have Temained in his memory. But^ 
beyond a few vague generalities, we could extract 
nothing from him whatever^ and it was plain thait, 
a his memory at leasts the conversational powers of the 
great orator had left but little vestige. The range of 
subjects^ indeed^ in which Mn Crabbe took any interest 
was, «t all times of his life, very limited ; and^ at the 
early period, when he became acquainted with Mr. 
Burke, when the power of poetry was but newly 
awakening within him, it may easily be conceived that 
whatever was unconnected with his own absorbii^ art, 
or even with his own peculiar province of that art^ 
would leave but a feeble and transient impression upon 
hia mind. 

'' This indifference to motft o{ the general topics^ 
whether of learning or politics, which diversify the oon- 
versadoB of men of the world, Mr. Crabbe retained 
through life; and in this peculiarity^ I think^ lay 
one of the causes of his comparative inefficiency^ as 
a member of society^ — of that impression^ so dispropor- 
tionate to the real powers of his mind, which he pro« 
duced in c^dinary life. Another canse^ no donbt^ of the 
inferiority of his conversation to his writings is to be 
found in that fate which threw him, early in life^ into a 
state of dependent intercourse with persons far superior 
to him in rank, but immeasurably beneath him in intel- 
lect. The courteous policy which would ^n lead him, 
to keep his conyersation down to the levd t)f €boBe he 
lived with, afterwards grew into a habit which^ m ihe 
commerce of the world, did ii\]U8tice to his great powers. 

*' You have here all that, at this moment, occurs to 
me, in the way either of recollection or remark, on the ' 
snl^ect of our able and venerated friend. The delight- 
ful day which Mr. Rogers and myself passed vidlh him, 
at Sydenham, you have already, I believe, an account 
of firom my friend, Mr. Campbell^ who was our host 
on the occasion. Mx. Lockhart has, I take for granted. 
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communicated to you the amusing anecdote of Cntlibft'i 
interview with the two Scotch lairds — an anecdote whidi 
I cherish the more freshly and fondly in my memory^ 
from its having heen told me^ with his own peculiar 
humour^ by Sir Walter Scott^ at Abbotsford. I have, 
therefore^ nothing further left than to assure you how 
much and truly I am^ yours^ Thomas Moobe." 

During hb first and second visits to London, mj 
fether spent a good deal of his time beneath the 
hospitable roof of the late Samuel Hoare, Esquire) 
on Hampstead Heath. He owed hb introduction to 
thb respected family to his friends, Mr. Bowles, and 
the author of the delightful " Excursions in the 
West," Mr. Warner ; and though Mr. Hoare was an 
invalid, and little disposed to form new connectionB, 
he was so much gratified with Mr. Crabbe's man- 
ners and conversation, that their acquaintance soon 
grew into an afiectionate and lasting intimacy.* Mr. 
Crabbe, in subsequent years, made Hampstead his 
head- quarters on his spring visits, and only repaired 
from thence occasionally to the brilliant circles of 
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* I quote what follows from a letter which I have recently 
been favoured with from Mr. Bowles : — ** Perhaps it might 
be stated in your memoir that, at Bath, I first introduced your 
father to the estimable family of the Hoares of Hampstead; 
with whom, through his subsequent life, he was so intimate, 
and who contributed so much to the happiness of all his lata 
days. I wish sincerely that any incident I could rec(dlect 
might be such as would contribute to the illustration of his 
mind, and amiable, gentle, affectionate character ; but I never 
noted an expression or incident at the time, and only preserve 
an impression of his mild manner, his observations, playAil, 
but often acute, his high and steady principles of religious and 
moral obligation, his warm feelings against any thing which 
i^peared harsh or unjust, and his undeviating and steady at* 
tachments.*' 
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the metropolis. Advancing age, failing health, the 
tortures of tic douloureux, with which he began to 
be afflicted about 1820, and, I may add, the increas- 
ing earnestness of his devotional feelings, rendered 
him, in his closing years, less and less anxious to 
mingle much in the scenes of gaiety and fashion. 

The following passage of a letter which he received, 
in April, 1821, from his amiable correspondent at 
Ballitore, descriptive of his reception at Trowbridge 
of her friend Leckey, is highly characteristic : — 

'^ When my feeble and simple efforts have obtained 
die approbation of the first moral poet of his time^ 
is it surprising that I should be inflated thereby? Yet 
thou art too benevolent to intend to turn the* brain of a 
poor old woman, by commendation so valued, though 
thou hast practised on my credulity by a little deception ; 
and, from being always accustomed to matter of fact, I 
generally take what I hear in a literal sense. A gen- 
tlewoman once assured me, that the husband of her 
waiting- woman came to her house stark naked — naked 
as he was bom. I said, ' O dear,' and reflected with 
pity on the poor man's situation ; certainly thinking him 
mad, as maniacs often throw away their clothes. My 
neighbour went on : — ^ His coat was so ragged ! his 
hat so shabby!' — and, to my surprise, I found the 
man dressed, though in a garb ill.befitting the spouse 
of a lady's maid. And thou madest me believe thou 
wert in good case, by sayings ' Am I not a great fat 
rector ? ' We said, * it was the exuberance of good>hu- 
ipour that caused increase of flesh : but a curate, with 
six hungry children, staggered our belief. Now we 
know thy son is thy curate, and that thou art light and 
active in form, with looks irradiated, and accents mo- 
dulated by genuine kindness of heart. Thus our friend 
John James Leckey describes thee ; for I have seen his 
bug letter to his mother on the subject of his visit, 
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which^ with his letter to me^ has placed thee so hefioie 
our vieWj that we all hut see and hear thee^ frequentlj 
going out and coming into the room^ with a book in thy 
hand^ and a smile and friendly expresdon on thj lips, 
-^tiie heneyolence which swam in ^y eyes^ and ihe 
cordial shake of both hands with which thou partedBt 
with him^ — and thou came out with him in the damp 
night, and sent thy servant with him to the inn^ where 
he should not have lodged, had there bemioom for him 
in thy own house." 

It was during the last of my feuther 'g very active 
seasons in London (1822), that he had the satis£sM;- 
ti<»i of meeting with Sir Walter Scott,; and the 
baronet, who was evidently much affected on seeing 
Mr. Crabbe, w^oiild not part with him nntH he had 
promised to vinit him in Scotland the ensuii^ 
autumn. But I much regret that the invitatloD 
was accepted for that particular occasion ; fo£, as 
it happened, the late king fixed on the same time 
for his northern progress ; and, instead of &[iding 
Sir Walter in his ovm mansion in the country, when 
Mr. Crabbe reached Scotland, in August, the family 
had all repaired to Edinburgh, to be present amids 
a scene of bustle and festivity little favourable to the 
sort of intercourse with a congenial mind, to which 
he had looked forward witii such pleafiing cuiticipa^ 
tions. He took up his residence, however, in Sir 
Walter's house in l^orth Castle Street, Edinhfurgfa- 
and was treated by him and all his connections with 
the greatest kindness, respect, and attention; and 
though the baronet's time was much occupied with 
the business of the royal visit, and he had to dine 
almost daily at his majesty's table, still my father 
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iiad an opportunity not to be undervalued of seeing 
vhat was to him an aspect of society wholly new. 
The Highlanders, in particular, their language, their 
dress, and their manners were contemplated with 
exceeding interest. I am enabled, by the kindness 
of one of my father's female friends, to offer some 
extracts from a short Journal which he kept for her 
amusement during his stay in the northern metro- 
polis: 

^^ TVliilst it is fresh in my memory^ I should de- 
scribe the day which I have just passed^ but I do not 
believe an accurate description to be possible. What 
avails it to say, for instance^ that there met at the 
sumptuous dinner, in all the costume of the High- 
landers^ the great chief himself and officers of his com- 
pany. This expresses not the singularity of appearance 
and manners — the peculiarities of men^ all gentlemen, 
but remote from our society — leaders of clans — joy. 
ous company. Then we had Sir Walter Scott's national 
songs and ballads, exhibiting all the feehngs of clanship. 
I thought it an honour that Glengarry even took notice 
of me^ for there were those^ and gentlemen^ too^ who 
considered themselves honoured by following in his 
train. There were, also^ Lord £rrol, and the Macleod^ 
and the Frazer, and the Gordon^ and the Ferguson ; and 
I conversed at dinner with Lady Glengarry, and did 
almost beheve myself a harper^ or bard, rather — for harp 
I cannot strike — and Sir Walter was the life and soul 
of the whole. It was a splendid festivity^ and I felt I 
know not how much younger." 

The lady to whom he addressed the above jour- 
nal says, — " A few more extracts wiU, perhaps, be 
interesting. It is not surprising that, under the 
guidance of Mr. Lockhart, Mr. Crabbe's walks 
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should have been yeiy interesting, and that aU lie 
saw should take an advantageous colouring from 
such society : — " 

'' I went to the palace of Holyrood House^ and was 
much interested ; — the rooms^ indeed^ did not affect me, 
— the old tapestry was such as I had seen before^ and 
I did not much care about the leather chairs^ with three 
l^s each^ nor the furniture, except in one room — that 
where Queen Mary slept. The bed has a canopy very 
rich, but time-stained. We went into the little room 
where the Queen and Rizzio sat, when his murderers 
broke in and cut him down as he struggled to escape : 
they show certain stains on the floor ; and I see no 
reason why you should not believe them made by his 
blood, if you can. 

" Edinburgh is really a very interesting place, — to me 
very singular. How can I describe the view from the 
hill that overlooks the palace — the flue group of buUd- 
ings which form the castle ; the bridges, uniting the two 
towns ; and the beautiful view of the Frith and its 
islands ? 

" But Sunday came, and the streets were forsaken ; 
and silence reigned over the whole dty. London has a 
diminished population on that day in her streets ; but in 
Edinburgh it is a total stagnation — a quiet that is in 
itself devout. 

" A long walk through divers streets, lanes, and aUeys, 
up to the Old Town, makes me better acquainted with it; 
a lane of cobblers struck me particularly ; and I could not 
but remark the civility and urbanity of the Scotch poor: 
they certainly exceed ours in politeness, arising, pro. 
bably, from minds more generally cultivated. 

'' This day I dined with Mr. Mackenzie, the Man of 
Feeling, as he is commonly called. He has not the man- 
ner you would expect from his works ; but a rare sports- 
man, still enjoying the relation of a good day, though 
only the ghost of the pleasure remains. — What a dis- 
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crimintting and keen man is my friend ; and I am dis- 
posed to think highly of his son-in.law^ Mr. Lockhart 
— of his heart — his understanding will not be disputed 
by any one.'' 

At the table of Mr. Lockhart> with whom he 
commonly dined, when Sir Walter was engaged to 
the King, he one day sat down with three of the 
supposed writers or symposiasts of the inimitable 
<' Noctes Ambrosianse ;" viz. his host himself, — ^ 
the far-famed Professor Wilson, whom he termed, 
" that extraordinary man" — and the honest Shepherd 
of Ettrick, who amused him much by calling for 
a can of ale, while champagne and claret, and other 
choice wines were in full circulation. This must 
have been an evening cheaply purchased by a journey 
from Trowbridge. On the other hand, he was in- 
troduced, by a friend from the south, to the 
" Scottish Chiefs" of the opposite clan, though bro- 
thers in talent and fame, — the present Lord Advo- 
cate Jeffrey, Mr. John Archibald Murray, Professor 
Leslie, and some other distinguished characters. 

Before he retired at night, he had generally the 
pleasure of half an hour's confidential conversation 
with Sir Walter, when he spoke occasionally of the 
Waverley Novels — though not as compositions of his 
own, for that was yet a secret — but without reserve 
upon all other subjects in which they had a conmion 
interest. These were evenings I 

I am enabled to present a few more particulars of 
my father's visit to Edinburgh, by the kindness of 
Mr. Lockhart, who has recently favoured me with 
the following letter : — 

T 2 
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liOndoD, Dec. 26th, 18S3. 

'* Dbar Sm, — I am sorry to tell you that Sir Walter 
Scott kept no diary during the time of your father's 
visit to Scotland^ otherwise it would have given me 
pleasure to make extracts for the use of your memoirs. 
For myself^ although it is true that^ in conseqxkaiee of 
Sir Walter's being constantly consulted about the details 
. of every procession and festival of that busy fortnight, 
the pleasing task of showing to Mr. Crabbe the usual 
iians of Edinburgh fell principally to my share, I 
regret to say that my memory does not supply me with 
many traces of his conversation. The general impres- 
sion^ however, that he left on my mind was strong, 
and^ I thinks indelible : while all the mummeries and 
carousals of an interval, in which Edinburgh looked very 
unUke herself, have faded into a vague and dreamlike 
indistinctness^ the image of your father, then first seen, 
but long before admired and revered in his works, re. 
mains as fresh as if the years that have now passed 
were but so many days. — His noble forehead, his bright 
beaming eye, without any thing of old age about it — 
though he was then, I presume, above seventy — his 
sweet, and, I would say, innocent smile, and the calm 
mellow tones of his voice — all are reproduced the 
moment I open any page of his poetry : and how much 
better nave I understood and enjoyed his poetry, since I 
was able thus to connect with it the living presence of 
the man ! 

" The literary persons in company with whom I saw 
him the most frequently were Sir Walter and Henry 
Mackenzie ; and between two such thorough men 
of the world as they were, perhaps his apparent sim- 
plicity of look and manners struck one more than it 
might have done under different circumstances ; but all 
three harmonised admirably together — Mr. Crabbe*8 
avowed ignorance about Gaels, and clans, and tartans, and 
every thing that was at the moment uppermost in Sir 
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Walter's thoughts^ furnishing him with a welcome apo« 
logy for dilating on such topics with enthusiastic minute- 
ness — < while your father's countenance spoke the quiet 
delight he felt in opening his imagination to what was 
really a new world — and the venerable ' Man of Feeling,* 
though a fiery Highlander himself at bottom, had the 
satisfaction of lying by and listening until some opportu. 
nity offered itself of hooking in, between the links, per-, 
haps, of some grand chain of poetical imagery, some small 
comic or sarcastic trait, which Sir Walter caught up, played 
with, and, with that art so peculiarly his own, forced into 
the service of the very impression it seemed meant to 
disturb. One evening, at Mr. Mackenzie's own house, I 
particularly remember, among the nodes camaque DeUm, 
" Mr. Crabbe had, I presume, read very little abouC 
Scotland before that excursion. It appeared to me that 
he confounded the Inchcolm of the Frith of Forth with 
the IcolmkiU of the Hebrides ; but John Kemble, I 
have heard, did the same. I believe he really never 
had known, until then, that a language radically distinct 
from the English, was still actually spoken within the 
island. And this recalls a scene of high merriment 
which occurred the very morning after his arrival. 
When he came down into the breakfast parlour. Sir 
Walter had not yet appeared there ; and Mr. Crabbe had 
before him two or three portly personages all in the full 
Highland garb. These gentlemen, arrayed in a cos- 
tume so novel, were talking in a language which he did 
not understand ; so he never doubted that they were 
foreigners. The Celts, on their part, conceived Mr. 
Crabbe^ dressed as he was in rather an old-fashioned 
style of clerical propriety, with buckles in his shoes for 
instance, to be some learned abb^, who had come 
on a pilgrimage to the shrine of Waverley ; and the 
result was, that when, a little afterwards. Sir Walter 
and his family entered the room, they found your 
father and these worthy lairds, hammering away, with 

T 3 
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pain and labour^ to make themselves mutually under- 
stood^ in most execrable French. Great was the relief, 
and potent the laughter^ when the host interrupted their 
colloquy with his plain £nglish ' Good-morning/ 

'' It surprised me^ on taking Mr. Crabbe to see the 
house of Allan Ramsay on the Castle Hill^ to find that 
he had never heard of Allan's name ; or, at all events, 
■was unacquainted with his works. The same evening, 
however, he perused ' The Gentle Shepherd/ and he 
told roe next morning, that he had been pleased with it, 
but added, ' there is a long step between Ramsay and 
Bums.' He then made Sir Widter read and interpret 
some of old Dunbar to him ; and said, ' I see that the 
Ayrshire bard had one giant before him.' 

'^ Mr. Crabbe seemed to admire, like other people, 
the grand natural scenery about Edinburgh ; but when 
I w^ed with him to the Salisbury Craigs, where the 
superb view had then a lively foreground of tents and 
batteries, he appeared to be more interested with the 
stratification of the rocks about us, than with any other 
feature in the landscape. As to the city itself, he said he 
soon got wearied of the New Town, but could amuse him- 
self for ever in the Old one. He was more than once 
detected rambling after nightfall by himself, among some 
of the obscurest wynds and closes ; and Sir Walter, fear- 
ing that, at a time of such confusion, he might get into 
some scene of trouble, took the precaution of desiring a 
friendly caddie (see Humphry Clinker), from the comer 
of Castle Street, to follow him the next time he went 
out alone in the evening. 

*' Mr. Crabbe repeated his visits several times to the 
Royal Infirmary of Edinburgh, and expressed great 
admiration of the manner in which the patients were 
treated. He also examined pretty minutely the in- 
terior of the Bedlam. I went with him both to the 
Castle and Queen Mary's apartment in Holyrood House; 
biit he did not appear to care much about either. I 
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remember, however^ that when the old dame who 
showed us Darnley's armour and boots complained of 
the impudence^ as she called it^ of a preceding visiter, 
who had discovered these articles to be relics of a much 
later age^ your father warmly entered into her feelings ; 
and said^ as we came away^ ^this pedantic puppyism 
was inhumane.* 

'* The first Sunday he was in Edinburgh, my wife 
and her sister carried him to hear service in St. George^s 
churchy where the most popular of the Presbyterian 
clergy, the late Dr. Andrew Thomson, then officiated. 
But he was little gratified either with the anpect of the 
churchy which is large without grandeur, or the style 
of the ceremonial, which he said was bald and bad, or 
the eloquence of the sermon, which, however, might 
not be preached by Dr. Thomson himself. Next Sunday 
he went to the Episcopalian chapel, where Sir Walter 
Scott's family were in the habit of attending. He 
said, however, in walking along the streets that day, 
* this unusual decorum says not a little for the Scotch 
system : the silence of these well-dressed crowds is 
really grand.' King George the Fourth made the same 
remark. 

'^ Mr, Crabbe entered so far into the feelings of his 
ho6t^ and of the occasion, as to write a set of verses on 
the royal visit to Edinburgh ; they were printed along 
with many others^ but I have no copy of the collection. 
(Mr. Murray can easily get one from Edinburgh^ in 
case you wish to include those stanzas in your edition 
of his poetical works). He also attended one of the 
king's levees at Holyrood, where his majesty appeared 
at once to recognise his person^ and received him with 
attention. 

^' All my friends who had formed acquaintance with 
Mr. Crabbe on this occasion appeared ever afterwards 
to remember him with the same feeling of affectionate 
respect Sir Walter Scott and his family parted with 

T 4 
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him most reluctantly. He had heen quite doam- 
ticated under their roof^ and treated the yoimg 
people very much as if they had heen his own. His 
unsophisticated^ simple, and kind address put every 
hody at ease with him ; and, indeed, one would have 
heen too apt to forget what lurked heneath that good, 
humoured, unpretending aspect, hut that every now and 
then he uttered some brief pithy remark, which showed 
how narrowly he had heen scrutinising into whatever 
might he said or done before him, and called us to re- 
member, with some awe, that we were in the presence 
of the author of ^ The Borough.' 

" I recollect that he used to have a lamp and writing 
materials placed by his bedside every night ; and when 
Lady Scott told him she wondered the day was not 
enough for authorship, he answered, 'Dear Lady, I 
should have lost many a good hit, had I not set down, 
at ODce, things that occurred to me in my dreams.' 

*' I never could help regretting very strongly that 
Mr. Crabbe did not find Sir Walter at Abbotsford, as 
he had expected to do. The fortnight he passed in 
Edinburgh was one scene of ndise, glare, and bustle — 
reviews, levees, banquets, and balls — and no person could 
either see or hear so much of him as might, under other 
circumstances, have been looked for. Sir Walter him- 
self, I think, took only one walk with Mr. Crabbe : it 
was to the ruins of St. Anthony's Chapel, at the foot of 
Arthur's Seat, which your father wished to see, as con- 
nected with part of the Heart of Mid-Lothian. I 
had the pleasure to accompany them on this occasion ; 
and it was the only one on which I heard your father 
enter into any details of his own personal history. 
He told us, that during many months when he was 
toiling in early life in London, he hardly ever tasted 
butcher's meat, except on a Sunday, when he dined 
usually with a tradesman's family, and thought their 
leg of mutton, baked in the pan, the perfection of 



LETTER FROM THE DUKE OF RUTLAND. "281 

luxury. The tears stood in his eyes while he talked of 
Burke's kindness to him in his distress ; and I rememher 
he said^ ^ The night after I delivered my letter at his 
door^ I was in such a state of agitation^ that I walked 
Westminster Bridge hackwards and forwards until day- 
light.' Believe me^ dear Sir^ your very faithful servant^ 

^' J. G. LOCKHART." 

Shortly after his return from Scotland, Mr. Crabbe 
had a peculiarly severe fit of the tic douloureux, 
to which he thus alludes^ in one of his letters to 
Mrs. Leadbeater : — 

'' I am visited by a painful disorder^ which^ though 
it leaves me many intervals of ease and comfort^ yet 
compels me to postpone much of what may be called the 
business of life ; and thus^ having many things to do^ 
and a comparatively short time in which they must be 
done, I too often defer what would be in itself a pleasing 
duty^ and apply myself to what affords a satisfaction^ 
only because it has been fulfilled." 

It was this affliction which prevented his com- 
plying with a kind invitation to spend the Christmas 
of 1822 at Belvoir ; on which occasion he received 
the following letter, which I select as indicating the 
esteem in which he was held, after his removal from 
Leicestershire, by the whole of the family of Rut- 
land: — 

<< Belvoir Castle, Dec. 16. 1822. 

" Dear Sir, — 1 was much disappointed to find, from 
your letter of the 11th instant, that you have been 
obliged once more to abandon (for the present) the idea 
of a visit to this place. I feel the more regret at this 
circumstance, from the cause which you have to decline 
exposure to die cold weather of winter, and the fatigue 
of travelling. You have no two friends who wish you 
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more cordially well than the Duchess and myself; and 
I can truly say that^ whenever it may be convenient and 
pleasant to you to visit the castle^ a hearty and sincere 
welcome will await you. I am^ dear sir^ &c. 

" Rutland/** 

About the same time, having received an intel- 
ligible scrawl from my eldest girl, Caroline, who was 
then in her fourth year, he addressed this letter to the 
child. Who will require to be told that his coming 
to Pucklechurch was always looked forward to by 
the yoimg people as a vision of joy ? — 

« Trowbridge, 24th Dec. 1822. 
'* My dear Carry, — Your very pretty letter gave me 
ift great deal of pleasure ; and I choose this^ which is my 
birthday, that in it I may return you my best thanks 
for your kind remembrance of me ; and I will keep 
your letter laid up in my new Bible, where I shall often 
see it; and then I shall say, ' This is from my dear Utile 
girl at Pucklechurch.' My face is not so painful as it 
was when I wrote to papa ; and I would set out imme' 
diately, to see you all, with great pleasure, but I am 
forced, against my will, to remain at home this week, 
by duty ; and that, you know, I must attend to : and 
then, there is an engagement to a family in this place, 
Waldron by name, who have friends in Salisbury, and 
among them a gentleman, who, though he is young, 
will have grandpapa's company, and grandpapa, being a 
very old man, takes this for a compliment, and has given 
his promise, though he is vexed about it, that he ^idll be 

* I extract what follows from a letter with which his Grace 
honoured me after my father's death : — '< It is indeed true, 
that my lamented Duchess vied with myself in sincere admir- 
ation of his talents and virtues, and in warm and hearty esteem 
for your father." 
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in Trowbridge at that time ; and so be dares not yet 
fix the day for his visit to his dear Caroline^ and her 
good mamma^ and papa, and her little brothers ; but he 
is afraid that papa will not be pleased with this uncer- 
tainty ; yet I will write to papa the very first hour in 
which I can say when I shall be free to go after my 
own pleasure ; and I do hope that if it cannot be in the 
next week, it will be early in the following. And so, 
my dear, you will say to papa and mamma, ' You must 
forgive poor grandpapa, because he is so puzzled that he 
does not know what he can do, and so vexed beside, 
that he cannot do as his wishes and his affection 
would lead him ; and you know, dear papa and mamma, 
that he grows to be a very old man, and does not know 
how to get out of these difficulties, but I am sure that he 
loves to come to us, and will be here as soon as ever he 
can.' I hope, my dear Carry, that Master Davidson is 
well after the waltz, and his lady with whom he danced: 
I should have liked very much to have seen them. 1 
gave your love to uncle John, and will to your other 
uncles when I see them : I dare say they all love you ; 
for little good little girls, like my Carry, are much 
beloved. Pray give my kind respects to Miss Joyces. 
You are well ofi* in having such ladies to take so much 
pains with you ; and you improve very prettily under 
their care. I have written a very long letter to my 
Carry ; and I think we suit each oiher^ and shall make 
fit correspondents; that is, writers of letters, Caroline to 
grandpapa^ and grandpapa to Caroline. God bless my 
dear little girl. I desire earnestly to see you^ and am 
your very afiectionate Grandpapa." 

I close this chapter with a fragment of a letter 
from his friend, Mr. Norris Clark, of Trowbridge : — 

" I wish it was in my power to furnish you 
with any thing worth relating of your late father. The 
fiiult is in my memory ; for^ if I could recollect them, 
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hundreds of his conversations would he as valuahle as 
Johnson's ; though he never talked for effect. I wiU 
mention two which impressed me^ as heing the first and 
last I had with him. When I called on him^ soon after his 
arrival^ I remarked, that his house and garden were plea, 
sant and secluded : he replied^ that he preferred waUdng 
in the streets^ and observing the faces of the passers-by, 
to the finest natural scene. The last time I spoke to him 
was at our amateur concert : after it concluded^ which 
was with the overture to Freyschutz^ he said, he used to 
prefer the simple ballad, but he now^ by often hearing 
more scientific music, began to like it b^t. I have no 
doubt he had a most critical musical ear ; as every one 
must have perceived who heard him read. I never 
heard more beautifully correct recitative.'* 
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CHAPTER X. 
1823—1882. 

THE CLOSING TBARS OF MR. CRABBS's LIPB. — ANNUAL 
EXCURSIONS. — DOMESTIC HABITS. — ^VISITS TO PUCKLB- 
CHURGH. — HIS LAST TOUR TO CLIFTON, BRISTOL, ETC. 
— HIS ILLNESS AND DEATH. — HIS FUNERAL. 

It now remains to sum up this narratiye with a few 
particulars respecting the closing years of Mr. 
Crabbe's henceforth retired life. Though he went 
every year to Mr. Hoare's, at Hampstead (the 
death of the head of that family having rather in- 
creased than diminished his attachment for its other 
members), and each season accompanied them on 
some healthful excursion to the Isle of Wight, 
Hastings, Ilfracombe, or Clifton ; and though^ in 
their company, he saw occasionally not a little of 
persons peculiarly interesting to the public, as well 
as dear to himself, — as, for example, Mr. Wilberforce, 
Mrs. Joanna Baillie, Miss Edgeworth, and Mrs. 
Siddons, — and though, in his passings through town, 
he generally dined with Mr. Rogers, Lord Holland, 
and Mr. Murray, and there met, from time to 
time, his great brothers in art, Wordsworth and 
Southey, — for both of whom he felt a cordial respect 
and affection, — still, his journals, in those latter years, 
are so briefly drawn up, that, by printing them, I 
should be giving little more than a list of names. 
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While^ at home, he seldom vbited much beyond the 
limits of his parish — the houses of Mr. Waldron 
and Mr.Norris Clark being his more familiar haunts ; 
and in his own study he coutinued, unless when in- 
terrupted by his painful disorder, much of the habits 
and occupations which have already been described, 
comprising poetry, and various theological essays, 
besides sermons ; of all of which specimens may here- 
after be made public. The manuscript volumes he 
left behind him at his death, not including those of 
the rough copies of his published works, amount in 
number to twenty-one* The gradual decline of his 
health, but unshaken vigour of his understanding, 
will be, perhaps, sufficiently illustrated by the fol- 
lowing extracts from his note-books, and his own 
letters to his friends and family: — 

« Aldborough, October, 182S. 
*' Thus once again, my native place, I come 
Thee to salute — my earliest, latest home : 
Much are we alter*d both, but I behold 
In thee a youth renew*d — whilst I am old. 
The works of man from dying we may save. 
But man himself moves onward to the grave.*' 

To Mrs. Ijeadbeater, 

" Trowbridge, June, 1824. 
*' I must go to town, and there be stimulated by con- 
versations on the subjects of authorships^ and all that 
relates to the business of the press. 1 find, too, that I 
can dedicate more time to this employment in London 
than in this seat of business^ where every body comes 
at their own time ; and, having driven the mind from its 
purposes^ leave a man to waste no small portion of it in 
miscellaneous readings and other amusement^ such as 
nursing and construing the incipient meanings that come 
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and go in the face of an infant. My grand-daughter 
and I begin to be companions ; and die seven months 
and the seventy years accord very nicely^ and will do so 
probably (the parties living), for a year or two to come ; 
when, the man becoming weaker and the child stronger, 
there will come an inequality to disturb the friendship." 

'^ I think something more than two years have 
passed, since the disease, known by a very formidable 
name, which I have never consented to adopt, attacked 
me. It came like momentary shocks of a grievous 
toothache ; and, indeed, I was imprudent enough to have 
one tooth extracted which appeared to be most affected; 
but the loss of this guiltless and useful tooth had not 
one beneficial consequence. For many months the pain 
came, sometimes on a slight touch, as the application of 
a towel or a razor, and it sometimes came without any 
apparent cause, and certainly was at one time alarming, 
more especially when I heard of operations, as cutting 
down and scraping the bone, &c. ; but these failing, 
and a mode of treating the disease being found*, I lost 
my fears, and took blue pills and medicines of like kind 
for a long season, and with good success." 

To a Ijody at Trowbridge* 

« Beccles, May 10. 1825. 
'' A letter from my son to-day, gives me pain, by its 
account of your illness : I had hope of better inform- 
ation ; and though he writes that there is amendment, yet 
he confesses it is slow, and your disorder is painful too. 
That men of free lives, and in habits of intemperance, 
should be ill, is to be expected; but we are surprised, as 
well as grieved, when frequent attacks of this Idnd are 
the lot of the temperate, the young, and the careful: still, 
it is the will of Him who afflicts not his creatures without 

* The kind and skilful physician on whose advice my father 
relied was Dr. Kerrison, of New Burlington Street. 
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a cause^ which we may not perceive^ but must believe ; 
for He is all wisdom and goodness^ and sees the way to 
our final happiness^ when we cannot. In all kinds of 
affliction^ the Christian is consoled by the confiding hope, 
that such trials^ well bome^ will work for glory and hap- 
piness^ as they work in us patience and resignati<m. In 
our pains and weakness we approach nearer^ and kam 
to xaake our supplications to a merciful Beings as to a 
parent^ who^ if he doth not withdraw the evil from us, 
yet gives us strength to endure and be thankfuL — 1 
grant there is much that we cannot know nor compre- 
hend in the government of this world; but we Imow 
that our duty is to submit^ because there is enough we 
can see to make us rest in hope and comfort^ though 
there be much that we cannot understand. We know not 
why one in the prime of life should suffer long ; and^ 
while suffering, should hear of threescore persons, of 
every age and station, and with minds some devoted 
to their Grod, and others to this world altogether, all 
in one dreadful moment to be sunk in the ocean, and 
the stillness of death to surround them. But though 
this and a number of other things are mysteries to us, 
they are all open to Him from whom nothing can he 
hidden. Let us, then, my dear Miss W. have confi- 
dence in this, that we are tried, and discipUned, and 
prepared — for another state of being ; and let not 
our ignorance in what is not revealed, prevent our 
belief in what is. ' 1 do not know/ is a very good 
answer to most of the questions^put to us by those who 
wish for help to unbelief. But why all this ? will you 
ask : first, because I love you very much, and then you 
will recollect that I have had, of late, very strong ad- 
monition to be serious ; for though the pain of itself he 
not dangerous, yet the weakness it brought on, and 
tfill brings, persuades me that not many such strokes 
are needed to demolish a frame which has been seventy 
years moving, and not always regulated with due caution: 
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rat I will not fatigue you any more now, nor^ I hope, at 
my future time. I trust, my dear friend, to see you in 
^ood healthy cheerful and happy, relying entirely on 
hat great and good Beings whose ways are not ours, 
leither can we comprehend them; and our very ig- 
lorance should teach us perfect reliance on his wisdom 
ind goodness. I had a troubled night, and am thinking 
>f the time when you will kindly send, and sometimes 
aU, to hear, ^ how Mr. Crabbe does to-day, and how 
le rested ;' for though we must all take the way of our 
riend departed, yet mine is the natural first turn ; and 
rou will not wonder that restless nights put me in mind 
tf this." 

A friend having for the first time seen the ** Re- 
ected Addresses," had written with some soreness 
)f the parody on my father's poetry ; he thus an- 
swers: — 

'^ You were more feeling than I was, when you read 
he excellent parodies of the young men who wrote the 
Rejected Addresses.* There is a little ill-nature — 
ind, I take the liberty of adding^ undeserved ill-nature 
— in their prefatory address ; but in their versification, 
hey have done me admirably. They are extraordinary 
nen ; but it is easier to imitate style, than to furnish 
natter."* 



* In the new edition of the ** Rejected Addresses,'* I find a 
lote, part of which is as follows :-— *< The writer's first interview 
<rith the poet Crabbe, who may be designated Pope in worsted 
tockings, took place at William Spencer's villa at Petersham, 
tlose to what that gentleman called his gold-fish pond, though it 
ras scarcely three feet in diameter, throwing up ajetd^eau like a 
hread. The yenerable bard, seizing both the hands of his satirist, 
xclaimed, with a good-humoured liiugh, ' Ah ! my old enemy, 
low do you do? ' In the course of conversation, he expressed 
;reat astonishment at his popularity in London ; adding, < In my 
»wn village they think nothing of me.' The subject happening 

VOL. I. V 
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In June 1825> he thus writes from Mr. Hoare's 
villa at Hampstead : — 

<< Hampstead, June, 1825. 
^' My time passes I cannot tell how pleasantly^ when 
the pain leaves me. To-day I read one of my long 
stories to my fiiends^ and Mrs. Joanna Baillie and her 
sister. It was a task ; hut they encouraged me, and were, 
or seemed^ gratified. I rhyme at Hampstead with a great 
deal of facility, for nothing interrupts me but Idnd calls 
to something pleasant ; and though all this makes parting 
painful^ it wiU^ I hope, make me resolute to enter upon 
my duties diligently when I return. — I am too much in- 
dulged. Except a return of pain, and that not severe, I 
have good health ; and if my walks are not so long, they 
are more frequent. I have seen many things and many 
people ; have seen Mr. Southey and Mr. Wordsworth ; 
have been some days with Mr. Rogers^ and at last 
have been at the Athenaeum, and purpose to visit the 
Royal Institution ; and have been to Richmond in a 
steam-boat ; seen, also, the picture galleries^ and some 
other exhibitions : but I passed one Sunday in London 
with discontent, doing no duty myself^ nor listening to 
another ; and I hope my uneasiness proceeded not merely 



to be the inroads of time upon beau^, the writer quoted the fol- 
lowing lines : •— 

' Six years had pass'd, and forty ere the six. 
When Time began to play his usual tricks : 
Hy locks, once comely in a virgin's sight. 
Locks of pure brown, now felt th' encroaching white; 
Gradual each day I liked my horses less. 
My dinner more — I learnt to play at chess.* 

'That's very good!' cried the bard; < whose is it?'— 
* Your own.' — * Indeed! hah! well, I had quite forgotten it" 
The writer proceeds to insinuate that this was a piece of 
affectation on the part of my father. If Mr. Smith had writ- 
ten as many verses, and lived as long, as Mr. Crabbe, he would, 
I fancy, have been incapable of ejcpressing such a suspicion. 
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from breaking a habit. We had a dinner social and 
pleasant^ if the hours before it had been rightly spent: 
but I would not willingly pass another Sunday in the same 
manner. I have my home with my friends here (Mrs. 
Hoare's)^ and exchange it with reluctance for the Hum. 
mums occasionally. Such is the state of the garden 
here^ in which I walk and read^ that^ in a morning like 
this, the smell of the flowers is fragrant beyond any thing 
I ever perceived before. It is what I can suppose may 
be in Persia^ or other oriental countries — a Paradis- 
iacal sweetness. 

'' I am told that I or my verses^ or perhaps both^ 
have abuse in a book of Mr. Colburn's publishing^ 
called ' The Spirit of the Times.' I believe I felt 
something indignant: but my engraved seal dropped 
out of the socket and was lost^ and I perceived this 
vexed me much more than the ' spirit' of Mr. Hazlitt." 

• 

« Trowbridge, Feb. 3. 1826. 

'^ Your letter^ my dear Mrs. Leadbeater^ was dated 
the 9th of the tenth month of last year; just at a 
time when I was confined in the house of friends^ 
most attentive to me during the progress and termin- 
ation of a painful disease to which 1 had been long 
subject^ though I was not at any time before so suddenly 
and so alarmingly attacked. I had parted from my son^ 
his wife and chUd^ about ten days before^ and judged 
myself to be in possession of healthy strength, and good 
spirits fitted for my journey — one about 200 miles 
from this place^ and in which I had pleased myself 
with the anticipation of meeting with relatives dear to 
me^ and many of the friends of my earlier days, I 
reached London with no other symptom of illness than 
fatigue; but was indisposed on the second nighty and 
glad to proceed to Hampstead on the third day, where 
I found my accustomed welcome in the house of two 
ladies^ who have been long endeared to me by acts of 

U 2 
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unceaamg kJmliieM, which I can much better fed timi 
describe. On the second evening after my arrival^ Miss 
Hoaie and I went to the place of worship to which she 
is accostomed ; where, just as the service of the day ter- 
minated, a sudden and overpowering attack of the disease 
to whidi I aUnde was the commencement of an iUness 
which was trouUesome to my friends about three weeks, 
but, as the pain gradually passed away, was scarcely to be 
esteemed as a trial to me, or to the resignation and pa- 
tienoe which pain should give birth to. I am now — 
let me be thankful — in a great measure fireed from 
pain, and have, probably, that d^ree of health, and 
even exertion, which, at my age, is a blessing rather to 
be desired than expected; the allotted threescore and 
ten has passed over me, and I am now in my seventy, 
second year ! thankful, I hope, for much that I have, 
and, among other things, for die friendship of some very 
estimable beings. I feel the heaviness and languor of 
time, and that even in our social visits at this season. 
1 cannot enjoy festivity ; with friends long known 1 can 
be easy, and even cheerful, — but the pain of exertion, 
which I think it a duty to make, has its influence over 
me, and I wonder — be assured that J am perfectly sin- 
cere in this — I wonder when young people — and there 
are such — seem to desire that I should associate with 

them." 

<« Pucklechurch, 1826. 

'' Caroline, now six years old, reads incessantly and 
insatiably. She has been travelling with John Bunyan's 
' Pilgrim,' and enjoyed a pleasure never, perhaps, to 
be repeated. The veil of religious mystery, that so 
beautifully covers the outward and visible adventures, is 
quite enchanting. The dear child was caught reading 
by her sleeping maid, at five o*dock this morning, im- 
patient — 'tis our nature — to end her pleasure." 

« Trowbridge, 1827. 
I often find such difficulties in visiting the sick, that 



€e 



TROWBRIDGE. 293 

I am at a loss what thoughts to suggest to them^ or to 
entertain of them. Home is not better (to the aged), 
but it is better loved and more desired ; for in other 
places we cannot indulge our humours and tastes so 
welly nor so well comply with those of other people. 

'^ In the last week was our fair ; and 1 am glad that 
quiet is restored. When I saw four or five human 
beingSy with painted faces and crazy dresses and gestures^ 
trying to engage and entice the idle spectators to enter 
their showhouse^ I felt the d^;radation ; for it seemed 
like man reduced from his natural rank in the creation : 
and yet, probably^ they would say^ — ' What can we do ? 
We were brought up to it, and we must eat.' 

*^ I think the state of an old but hale man is the most 
comfortable and least painful of any stage in life ; but 
it is always liable to infirmities : and this is as it should 
be. It would not be well to t)e in love with life when 
so little of it remains.*' 

The two following extracts are from notes written 

to the same kind friend, on his birthday of ISSTy and 

on that of 1828:— 

" Parsonage^ Dec. 24. 1827. — There can be only 
one reason for declining your obliging invitation ; and 
that is, the grievous stupidity that grows upon me daily. 
I have read of a country where they reckon all men 
after a certain period of life to be no longer fitted for 
companionship in business or pleasure^ and so they put 
the poor useless beings out of their way. I think I am 
beyond that time; but as we have no snob prudent 
custom, I will not refuse myself the good you so kindly 
offer, and you will make due allowance for the stupidity 
aforesaid." 

<' Parsonage, Dec. 24. 1828. — This has been a very 
busy day with me. My kind neighbours have found 
out that the 24th of this month is my birthday, and I 
l\Ave not only had music in the evening, but small re- 

u 3 
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quests all the day long, for ' Sure the minister will not 
mind giving us a trifle on his birthday' — and so they 
have done me the honour of making a trial ; as if it 
were a joyful thing for a man to enter into his seventy- 
sixth year ; and I grant it ought to be. But your time 

is precious, and I must not detain you. Mr. , I 

hear> has been with you to-day. I have never yet been 
able to fulfil my engagements. He puzzles me. It is 
strange^ I can but think^ for a man of sense and reflec- 
tion openly to avow disbelief of a religion that has satis, 
fled the wisest, converted the most wicked, and consoled 
the most afflicted of our fellow creatures. He says he 
is happy ; and it may be so. I am sure I should not, 
having the same opinions. Certainly, if we wait till 
all doubts be cleared away, we shall die doubting. I 
ought to ask your pardon, and I do. How I came to 
be in a grave humour, I know not ; for I have been 
dancing with my little girl to all kinds of tunes, and, I 
dare say, with all kinds of steps^ such as old men and 
children are likely to exhibit." 

In October, 1829, he thus writes to the presen 
biographer:- 

'' I am in truth not well. It is not pain, nor can I 
tell what it is. Probably, when you readi the year 
I am arrived at, you will want no explanation* But I 
should be a burden to you : the dear girls and boys 
would not know what to make of a grandfather who 
could not romp nor play with them.'* 

In January^ 1830, he thus addresses his grand- 
daughter t — 

*" You and 1 both love reading, and it is well for me 
that I do; but at your time reading is but one employ- 
ment, whereas widi me it is almost all. And yet I 
often ask myself, at the end of my volumes, — Well ! 
what am I the wiser^ what the better, for this ? Reading 
for amusement only^ and^ as it is said, merely to kill timc^ 
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is not the satisfactioii of a reasonable being. At your 
age, my dear Caroline, I read every book which I could 
procure. Now, I should wish to procure only such as 
are worth reading; but I confess I am ^equently 
disappointed." 

Dining one day with a party at Pucklechurch, 
about this period, some one was mentioning a pro- 
fessor of gastronomy, who looked to the time when 
his art should get to such perfection as to keep people 
alive for ever. My father said, most emphatically, 
^* God forbid !" He had begun to feel that old age, 
even without any very severe dbease, is not a state 
to hold tenaciously. Towards the latter end of the last 
year he had found a perceptible and general decline 
of the vital powers, without any specific complaint 
of any consequence ; and though there were intervals 
in which he felt peculiarly renovated, yet, from the 
autumn of 1828, he could trace a marked, though 
still very gradual, change ; or, as he himself called 
it, a breaking up of the constitution; in which, 
however, the mind partook not, for there was no 
symptom of mental decay, except, and that only 
sUghtly and partially, in the memorj-. 

But the most remarkable characteristic of his 
decline was the unabated warmth of his affections. 
In general, the feelings of old age are somewhat 
weakened and concentrated under the sense of a 
precarious life, and of personal deprivation ; but his 
interest in the welfare of others, his sympathy with 
the su£ferings or happiness of his friends, and even 
in the amusements of children, continued to the last 
as vivid as ever : and he thought, spoke, and wrote 

u 4f 
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of his departure with such fortitude and <Sheerful 
resignation, that I have not that pain in recording his 
latter dap which, under other circumstances, would 
have made the termination of this memoir a task 
scarcely to be endured. 

A most valued friend of my father describes his 
decline in terms so affectionate, beautiful, and ori- 
ginal^ that I have obtained her permission to add 
this to other passages from the same pen : — 

'^ Mr. Crabbe was so much beloved^ that the ap- 
proaches of age were watched by his friends with jealousy, 
as an enemy undermining their own happiness; and the 
privations inflicted upon him by its infirmities were pe- 
culiarly distressing. There is sometimes an apathy 
attending advanced life, whidi makes its accompanying 
changes less perceptible; but when the dull ear, and 
dim eye, and lingering step^ and trembling hand, are for 
ever interfering with the enjoyments of a man, who 
would otherwise delight in the society of the young 
and active — such a contrast between the body and 
mind can only be borne with fortitude by those who look 
hopefully for youth renewed in another state of ex- 
istence. 'It cannot be supposed,' says the Roman 
orator, ' that Nature, after having widely distributed 
to all the preceding periods of life their peculiar and 
proper enjoyments, should have neglected^ like an in. 
dolent poet, the last act of the human drama, and left 
it destitute of suitable advantages :' — and yet it would 
be difficult to point out in what these consbt. On the 
contrary. Nature discovers her destitute state^ and ma- 
nifests it in peevishness and repining, unless a higher 
principle than Nature takes possession of the mind^ and 
makes it sensible, that, ' though the outward man parish, 
yet the inward man is renewed day by day.' It was by 
this principle that Mr. Crabbe was actuated ; and he at 
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times gave such proofs of his confidence in the promises 
of the Grospel, that the spot on which he expressed 
these hopes with peculiar energy is now looked upon 
by the friend who conversed with him as holy ground. 
fiut he rarely spoke thus ; for he had such an humble 
spirit^ so much fear of conveying the impression that 
he bdieved himself accepted^ that the extent of these 
enjoyments was known to few. Thus^ however, the 
privations of age and frequent suffering were converted 
into blessings^ and he acknowledged their advantage in 
weaning him from the world. Considering life as the 
season of discipline, and looking back to the merciful 
restraints, and also acknowledging the many encou- 
ragements, which he had received from an over-ruling 
Providence, he was not impatient under the most trou.. 
blesome and vexatious infirmity, or over-anxious to escape 
that evil which, if rightly received, might add to 
the evidence and security of the happiness hereafter. 
He had a notion, perhaps somewhat whimsical, that 
we shall be gainers in a future state by the cultivation 
of the intellect, and always affixed a sense of this nature 
also to th^.more important meaning of the word ' talents' 
in the parable : and this stimulus doubtless increased 
his avidity for knowledge^ at a period when such study 
was of little use besides Ihe amusement of the present 
hour." 

Preparing to visit Hastings, in September, I8SO9 
with his friends from Hampstead Heath, he says : — 

'' I feel^ in looking forward to this journey, as if 
there was a gulf fixed between us : and yet what are 
three or four weeks, when passed } When anticipated^ 
they appear as if they might be productive of I know 
not what pleasures and adventures ; but when they are 
gone, we are almost at a loss to recollect any incident 
that occurred. My preaching days are almost over. On 
the Sunday evening I feel too much like a labourer^ 
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who rejoioes that his day's work is done^ rather than 
one who reflects how it was performed." 

Some friends having offered a visit at the par- 
sonage during his absence on this occasion, he thus 
wrote to my brother : — 

" Now^ my dear John, do remember that you must 
make the house what it should be. Do me honour^ I 
pray you, till I can take it upon myself: all that the 
cellar can afford, or the market, rests with you and 
your guests, who know very well in what good living 

consists. I doubt if 6 drinks claret. Mr. Spack- 

man, I think, does ; at least he produces it, and to him 
it should be produced. Now do, my good fellow, go 
along with me in this matter : you know all I would 
have, as well as I do myself." 

This short extract will exemplify another cha- 
racteristic. Always generous and liberal, I think he 
grew more so in the later portion of his life — not 
less careful, but more bountiful and charitable. He 
lived scrupulously within the limits of his income, 
increased by the produce of his literary exertions ; 
but he freely gave away all that he did not want for 
current expenses. I know not which of his relatives 
have not received some substantial proofs of this 
generous spirit. 

The following letter from Hastings, dated 28th 
September, 1830, produced in his parsonage feel- 
ings which I shall not attempt to describe. 

To the Rev, John Crdtibe. 

'^ My dear Son, — I write (as soon as the post 
permits) to inform you that I arrived in the evening of 
yesterday, in nearly the same state as I left you, and 
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fbll as well as I expected^ though a rather alarming 
accident made me fed unpleasantly for some hours^ and 
its effects in a slight degree remain. I had heen out of 
the coach a very short time^ while other passengers were 
leaving it on their arrival at their places; and^ on getting 
into the coach again> and close heside it, a gig^ with two 
men in it, came on as fast as it could drive, which I nei- 
ther saw nor heard, till I felt the shaft against my side. 
I fell, of course, and the wheel went over one foot and one 
arm. Twenty people were ready to assist a stranger, 
who in a few minutes was sensihle that the alarm was 
all the injury. Bei^amin was ready, and my friends 
took care that I should have all the indulgence that 
even a man frightened could require. Happily 1 found 
them well, and we are all this morning going to one of 
the churches, where I hope I shall rememher that many 
persons, under like circumstances, have never survived 
to relate their adventure. I hope to learn very shortly 
that you are all well : rememher me to all with you, 
and to our friends, westward and elsewhere. Write — 
hriefly if you must, hut write. From your affectionate 
father, Geo. Cbabbe. 

" P. S. — You know my poor. Oram had a shilling on. 
Sunday; hut Smith, the hed.ridden woman, Martin, 
and Gregory the lame man, you wiU give to as T would ; 
nay, I must give somewhat more than usual ; and if 
you meet with my other poor people, think of my acci- 
dent, and give a few additionid shillings for me, and I 
must also find some who want where I am, for my 
danger was great, and I must he thankful in every way 
I can." 

On the 2d of the next month he thus writes : — 
^^ I do not eat yet with appetite, but am terribly 
dainty. I walk by the sea and inhale the breeze in the 
morning, and feel as if I were really hungry ; but it is 
not the true hunger, for, whatever the food, I am soon 
satisfied^ or rather satiated: but all in good time; I 
have yet been at Hastings but one week. Dear little 



300 LIFB OF CRABBE. 

Georgy ! I shall not forget her sympathy : my love to 
her^ and to my two younger dears, not forgetting 
mamma/* 

A friend, who was with him in this expedition, 

thus speaks of him : — 

'^ He was able^ though with some effort, to join a 
party to Hastings in the autumn, and passed much of 
his time on the sea-shore, watching the otgects familiar 
to him in early life. It was on a cold November morn- 
ing, that he took his last look at his favourite element, 
in full glory, the waves foaming and dashing against the 
shore. He returned, with the Mends whom he had 
been visiting, to town, and spent some weeks with them 
in its vicinity, enjoying the society to which he was 
strongly attached, but aware for how short a period those 
pleasures were to last. Having made a morning call in 
Cavendish Square, where he had met Mrs. Joanna 
Baillie, for whom he had a high esteem, and several 
members of her family, he was affected to tears, on get- 
ting into the carriage after taking leave of them, saying, 
* I shall never meet this party again.' His affections 
knew no decline. He was never, apparently, the least 
tenacious of a reputation for talent; but most deeply 
sensible of every proof of regard and affection. One 
day, when absent from home, and suffering from severe 
illness, he received a letter from Miss Waldron, inform- 
ing him of the heartfelt interest which many of his pa- 
rishioners had expressed for his welfare. Holding up 
this letter, he said, with great emotion, ' Here is some* 
thing worth living for V" 

I may, perhaps, as well insert in this place a kind 

letter with which I have lately been honoured by 

the great Poetess of the Passions : — 

From Mr%, Jmtnna BaiUie, 

*'l have often met your excellent father at Mr. Hoare's, 
Bud £ieguently eisew^iere ; and lie wa& always^ when at 
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Hampstead, kind enongh to visit my sister and me ; but^ 
excepting the good sense and gentle courtesy of his 
conversation and manners^ I can scarcely remember any 
thing to mention in particular. Well as he knew man- 
kind under their least favourable aspect, he seemed never 
to forget that they were his brethren^ and to love them 
even when most urUoveable — if I may be permitted to 
use the word. I have sometimes been almost provoked 
by the very charitable allowances which he made for 
the unworthy^ so that it required my knowledge of 
the great benevolence of his own character, and -to re. 
ceive his sentiments as a follower of Him who was 
the friend of publicans and sinners, to reconcile me to 
such lenity. On the other hand, I have sometimes re- 
marked that, when a good or generous action has been 
much praised, he would say in a low voice, as to himself, 
something that insinuated a more mingled and worldly 
cause for it. But this never^ as it would have done 
from any other person, gave the least offence ; for you 
felt quite assured as he uttered it, that it proceeded from 
a sagacious observance of mankind, and was spoken in 
sadness, not in the spirit of satire. 

'^ In regard to his courtesy relating to the feelings 
of others in smaller matters^ a circumstance comes 
to my recollection^ in which you will, perhaps, re- 
cognise your father. While he was staying with Mrs. 
Hoare a few years since, I sent him one day the pre- 
sent of a blackcock^ and a message with it, tiiat 
Mr. Crabbe should look at the bird before it was de. 
livered to the cook, or something to that purpose. He 
looked at the bird as desired, and then went to Mrs. 
Hoare in some perplexity, to ask whether he ought not 
to have it stuffed, instead of eating it. She could not, 
in her own house, tell him that it was simply intended 
for the larder, and he was at the trouble and expense 
of having it stuffed, lest I should think proper respect 
had not been put upon my present This both vexed 
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and amused me at the time^ and was remembered as a 
pleasing and peculiar trait of his character. 

'^ He was a man fitted to engage the esteem and good, 
will of all who were fortunate enough to know him 
well ; and I have always considered it as one of the 
many obligations I owe to the friendship of Mrs. and 
Miss Hoare^ that through them I first became acquainted 
with this distinguished and amiable poet. Bdieve me, 
with all good wishes^ &c. J. Baillie." 

I shall add here part of a letter which I have re- 
ceived from another of what I may call my father's 
Hampstead friends — Mr. Duncan, of Bath, well 
known for the extent and elegance of his accom- 
plishments. He says : — 

'^ My first acquaintance with him was at the house 
of Mr. Hoare^ at Hampstead ; by whose whole family 
he appeared to be regarded as a beloved and venerated 
relation. I was much struck, as I think every one who 
was ever in his company must have been, by his pecu- 
liar suavity, courtesy, and even humility of manner. 
There was a self-renunciation, a carelessness of attract- 
ing admiration^ which formed a remarkable contrast with 
the ambitious style of conversation of some other literati, 
in whose company I have occasionally seen him. 1 
have often thought that a natural politeness and sensi- 
tive regard for the feelings of others occasioned him to 
reject opportunities of saying smart and pointed things, 
or of putting his remarks into that epigrammatic, and 
perhaps, not always extemporaneous form, which sup- 
plies brilliant scraps for collectors of anecdotes. His 
conversation was easy, fluent, and abundant in correct 
information ; but distinguished chiefly by good sense 
and good feeling. When the merits of contemporary 
authors were discussed, his disapprobation was rather 
to be collected from his unwillingness to dwell on ob- 
vious and too prominent faults, than from severity in 



LETTER FROM MR. DUKCAN. 303 

the exposure of them. But his sympathy with good 
expression of good feelings^ such as he founds for ex*>. 
ample^ in the pages of Scott^ — roused him to oc- 
casional fervour. If he appeared at any time to show 
a wish that what he said might he remembered, it was 
when he endeavoured to place in a simple and clear 
point of view, for the infonnation of a young person, 
some useful truth, whether historical, physiological, 
moral, or religious. He had much acquaintance with 
botany and geology ; and, as you know, was a success- 
ful collector of local specimens, and as I, and doubtless 
many others, know, was a liberal imparter of his col- 
lected store. 

" The peculiar humour which gives brilliancy to 
his writings, gave a charm to his conversation; but 
its tendency was to excite pleasurable feeling, by af- 
fording indulgence to harmless curiosity by a peep 
behind the scenes of human nature, rather than to pro- 
duce a laugh. I remember to have heard a country 
gentleman relate an instance of his good temper and 
self-command. They were travelling in a stage-coach 
from Bath ; and as they approached Calne, the squire 
mentioned the names of certain poets of the neighbour- 
hood ; expressed his admiration of your father's earlier 
works; -^ but ventured to hint that one of the latter, I 
forget which, was a failure, and that he would do well 
to lay his pen aside. ' Sir,' said your father, ^ I am 
quite of your opinion. Artists and poets of all ages have 
fallen into the same error. Time creeps on so gently, 
that they never find out that they are growing old !' 
^ So,' said the squire, ' we talked of Gil Bias and the 
Archbishop, and soon digressed into talk of parish 
matters and justice business. I was delighted with my 
companion, who soon alighted ; and I only learned by 
enquiring of the coachman who had been my fellow- 
traveller.' I told this to your father, who laughed, 
remembered the incident, and said, ' the sqidre, per- 
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haps^ was right ; but you know I was an incompetent 
judge upon that subject.' ** 

I have already mentioned his visits to Puckle- 

church. Great was the pleasure of our household 

in expecting him, for his liberality left no domestic 

without an ample remembrance. What listening for 

the chaise among the children I It is heard rattling 

through the street — it is in the churchyard — at 

the door. His pale face is lighted with pleasure — as 

benevolent, as warm-hearted, as in his days of youth 

and strength ; but age has sadly bent his once tall 

stature, and his hand trembles. What a package of 

books — what stores for the table — what presents for 

the nursery I Little tales, as nearly resembling those 

which had delighted his own infancy as modem 

systems permit — one quite after his own heart — the 

German Nursery Stories.* After dinner the children 

assemble round the dessert, and perhaps he reads 

them the story of the Fisherman, his greatest fa- 

vourite. How often have I heard him repeat to 

them the invocation — 

** O, man of the sea, come listen to me, 
For Alice, my wife, the plague of my li^ 
Hath sent me to beg a boon of thee.*' 

And he would excite their wonder and delight, with 
the same evident satisfaction, that I so well remem- 
bered in my early days. Of the morose feelings of age, 
repining for lost pleasures, he knew nothing ; for his 
youth had been virtuous, his middle age intellectual 
and manly, his decline honourable and honoured. 

* The translation of Grimm*s Kinder-und HausMarcben. 



PUCKLBCHURCH. 805 

Such minds covet not, envy not, the advantages of 
youth, but regard them with benevolent satisfaction 
— perhaps not unmixed vith a species of appre* 
hensive pity ; — for their fiery ordeal is not yet past. 

He loved, particularly at last, to converse on early 
scenes and occurrences; and when we began that 
theme, it was generally a late hour before we parted. 
Unfortunatdiy, I meditated this record too recently 
to reap the full advantage. On these reminiscences, 
even at the date to which my narrative has now come, 
his spirits have risen, and his countenance has 
brightened into the very expression which marked 
his happiest mood in his most vigorous years. 

In the morning, even in the roughest weather, he 
went his way (always preferring to be alone) to some 
of our quarries of blue lias, abounding in fossils, 
stopping to cut up any herb not quite common, that 
grew in Ms path ; and he would return loaded with 
them. The dirty fossils were placed in our best bed- 
room, to the great diversion of the female part of my 
family ; the herbs stuck in the borders, among my 
choice flowers, that he might see th^n when he 
came again. I never displaced one of them. 

When we had firiends to meet him, with what ease 
and cheerfulness would he enter into the sociality of 
the evening, taking his subject and his tone irom those 
around him ; except when he was under the too fre- 
quently recurring pain, and then he was scxoaetimes 
obliged to retire. Few aged persons so readily ac- 
quired an attachment to stranges: he was ever 
ready to think warmly of every one who treated him 
with kindness. There was no aerimon^ m him ; and 
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i0 the end he had that accommodating mind in con- 
versationy which often marks the young, but which is 
rarely found at the age of threescore and ten. 

We dreaded his departure. It was justly remarked 
by one of his nieces, that he left a feeling of more 
melancholy vacancy when he quitted a house^ than 
any other person, — even than those whose presence 
afforded more positive pleasure. ** I hope," said she, 
one day, very earnestly, ** that my uncle will not 
come into Suffolk this year ; for I shall dread his 
going away all the time he is with us." He gene- 
rally left the young people all in tears — feeling 
strongly, and not having the power to conceal it 
The stooping form, the trembling step, the tone and 
manner of his farewell^ especially for the last few 
years, so hurried, so foreboding, so affectionate, over, 
came us all. 

My brother has the following observations on his 
perseverance in his clerical duties: — "With my 
father's active mind and rooted habits — for he did not 
omit the duty on one Sunday for nearly forty years — 
it would have been distressing to him to have ceased 
to officiate ; but the pain to which he was subject, 
was frequentiy very severe; and when attacked 
during the service, he was obliged to stop and press his 
hand hard to his face, and then his pale countenance 
became flushed. Under these paroxysms, his con- 
gregation evidentiy felt much for him ; and he often 
hesitated whether he had not better give it up 
altogether. I was accustomed to join him in the 
vestry-room, after reading the prayers ; and whilst 
sitting by the fire, waiting till the organ had ceased, I 
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well recollect the tone of voice, firm and yet de- 
pressed, in which he would say, * Weill — one Sunday 
more ;* or, * a few Sundays more, but not many.' I 
was astonished, however, to observe how much his 
spirits and strength were always renovated by an 
absence from home. He continued to officiate till 
the last two Sundays before his decease." 

In the midst of one of the radical tumults of this 
period, he thus wrote to Mr. Phillips, the eminent 
Academician, whose portrait of him had been recently 
re-engraved : — 

^' Amid the roar of cannon, and that of a tumultuous 
populace^ assembled to show their joy, and to demand 
shows of the same kind from those who reside among 
them, I retire for a few minutes, to reply to your favour: 
and this must be my apology, if I do not thank you 
as I ought, for the kindness you express, and your pur- 
pose to oblige me in my wishes to possess a few copies 
of the engraving, of which 1 heard such a highly- 
approving account, by my friend Mr. Dawson Turner, 
of Yarmouth, a gentleman upon whose taste I can rely; 
nor ought I to omit to mention that of his lady, who 
herself designs in a superior manner, and is an excel- 
lent judge of all works of the kind. If I were sure of 
having a room to retire to on the morrow^ with a whole 
window in it, I believe I should postpone my acknow- 
ledgment of your letter ; but there is no setting bounds 
to the exertions of a crowd, in a place like this, when 
once they entertain the idea, be it right or wrong, that 
you are not of their opinion." 

On the 19th of January, 1831, he thus writes to 
Mr. Henchman Crowfoot, of Becdes, the relative of 
his son John's Wife, and for whom he had a strong 
partiality: 

x2 
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« 19th January, 1831. 

'^ A long journey^ as that would be into Suffolk^ 1 
contemplate with mixed feelings of hope and apprehen- 
sion. After a freedom of several months' duration^ I 
have once more to endure the almost continual attacls 
of the pain^ over which I boasted a victory that, alas I 
is by no means complete. Again I have recourse to 
steely and again £eel rdief ; but I am nearly convinced 
tiiat travelling in stage coaches^ however good the roads, 
lias a tendency to awaken this kind of disease, whidi (I 
speak reverendly) is not dead, but sleepeth. Tet I 
^ould rejoice to revisit Becdes, where every one is 
land to me, and where every object I view has the ap- 
pearance of friendship and welcome. Becdes is the 
home of past years, and I oould not wa& diroogh the 
Btreets as a stranger. It is not so at Aldborough : th^ne 
a sadness mixes with all I see or hear ; not a man is 
living whom I knew in my early portion of life ; my 
contemporaries are gone, and their saceessors are un- 
known to me and I to them. Tet, in my last visit, my 
niece and I passed an old man, and she said, ' There is 
one you should know; you played togedier as boys, 
and he looks as if he wanted to tdl you so.' Of course, 
I stopped on my way, and Zddel Tlioipe and I became 
once more acquainted. This is sadly teduwa to yon ; 
but you need not be told, that old men love to dwdl 
upon their Recollections; and that, I suppose, is one 
reason for the many vohunes published under diat 
name. — Becdlections of gentlemem who tdl us what 
they please, and amuse us, in their oid age, witili the 
follies of their youth !" 

I b^ to be remembered to and by lirs. Crawlbot, Sen. 

my what shall I call the rdationship ? We are 

the father and mother of our son and daughter, but 
in what legal affinity I cannot determine; but I hope 
we may discuss that question, if it be necessary, at 
Trowbridge. And now, finally — in whidi way we dose 
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<fuir sermons — once more accept my thanks^ and those 
of my son and daughter. We have this day dined 
magnificently on your turkey^ and drank our wine 
with remembrances to our friends in Suffolk P We are 
all — if I except my too frequently recurring pain — 
in good health; and — the indisposition of Mrs. George 
Crabbe excepted — so are the Gloucestershire part of 
my family : mine, I repeat with some pride and with 
more pleasure. 1 should much like an hour's convers- 
ation^ inter nos, without participation^ without inter- 
ruption ; and I am fully persuaded that you would not 
reject it." 

The following is from a letter dated in the April 

of the same year — the last of his life : — 

'^ Comparing myself with myself^ I have felt the 
weakening effect of time more within the last six 
months than I ever experienced before. I do not know 
that I am weaker than numbers are at my age^ but I am 
;sure that there is great difference between me at this 
time^ and me (if I may so say) at Hastings last year. 
I cannot walk,no^ not habP the distance ; and then — (one 
more complaint^ and I have done) — I cannot read, but 
for a short time at once : and now I would ask myself^ 
What would I do at Pucklechurch P if my feet fail me 
when I walk^ my sight when I read — why^ I should be a 
perpetual incumbrance P You will say^What^ then^ do you 
do at Trowbridge P There^ you know^ I have a number 
of small and often recurring duties^ and I play with 
my fossils ; but still I am always purposing to come to 
you when I can." 

Again in May : — 

" I am still weak^ and just as I suppose like other old 
declining people, without any particular diseases. But in 
the latter part of the day I become much renovated. Mr. 
Waldron and I talked of a London journey last evening, 
till I began to persuade myself I was capable of the un. 
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dertaking. A little serious consideration when I lefl 
him^ and especially this morning's feelings^ put to flight 
dl such young man's fancies." 

Towards the close of this year he again visited his 
friends, his kind and attached friends, of Hampstead, 
at their residence at Clifton ; and this visit occurring 
at the memorable time of the Bristol riots, I will sub- 
join some extracts from his letters from thence — the 
last we ever received. 

" Clifton, October 24. — Assure our dear Caroline*, 
that I feel pleasure in the thought of sitting in any room 
she assigns me ; there to employ myself in my own way, 
without being troubled or interrupted by any one's busi- 
ness, as at Trowbridge, even by my own. Tou can 
scarcely believe how the love and enjoyment of quiet 
grows upon me. One of my great indulgences is to feel 
myself fdone^ but to know, and perhaps hear^ that a whole 
family, little ones and great, are within a few paces of 
me, and that I can see them when I please — this is 
a grandpapa's luxury. Miss Caroline ! 

^' I have to thank my friends for one of the most 
beautiful as well as comfortable rooms you could desire. 
I look' from my window upon the Avon and its wooded 
and rocky bounds — the trees yet green. A vessel is 
sailing down, and here comes a steamer (Irish, I sup- 
pose). I have in view the end of the Cliff to the right, 
and on my left a wide and varied prospect over Bristol, 
as far as the eye can reach, and at present the novelty 
makes it very interesting. Clifton was always a fa- 
vourite place with me. I have more strength and more 
spirits since my arrival at this place, and do not despair 
of giving a good account of my excursion on my re- 
turn. 

^^ I believe there is a fund of good sense as well as 
moral feeling in the people of this country ; and if mi« 

* His daagbter-in-law. 
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nisters proceed steadily^ give up some points^ and be 
firm in essentials^ there will be a union of sentiment 
on this great subject of reform by and by ; at leasts the 
good and well-meaning will drop their minor differences 
and be united. 

'^ So you have been reading my almost forgotten 
stories — Lady Barbara and Ellen ! I protest to you their 
origin is lost to me^ and I must read them myself before 
I can apply your remarks. But I am glad you have 
mentioned the subject^ because I have to observe that 
there are^ in my recess at home, where they have been 
long undisturbed^ another series of such stories^ — in 
number and quantity sufficient for an octavo volume ; 
and as I suppose they are much like the former in exe- 
cution^ and sufficientiy different in events and characters^ 
they may hereafter^ in peaceable timeSj be worth some, 
thing to you ; and the more^ because I shall, whatever 
is mortal of me, be at rest in the chancel of Trowbridge 
church ; for the works of authors departed are generally 
received with some favour^ pardy as they are old ac- 
quaintances, and in part because there can be no more 
of them." 

This letter was our first intimation that my father 
had any more poems quite prepared for the press ; — 
little did we at that moment dream that we should 
never have an opportunity of telling him, that since 
we knew of their existence, he might as well in- 
dulge us with the pleasure of hearing them read by 
himself. On the 26th of the same October he thus 
wrote to me : — 

^< I have been with Mrs. Hoare at Bristol, where all 
appears still : should any thing arise to alarm, you may 
rely upon our care to avoid danger. Sir Charles Wetherell, 
to be sure^ is not popular^ nor is the Bishop, but I trust 
that both will be safe from violence, — abuse they will 
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not mind. The Bishop seems a goocUhnmoored mnn, 
and^ except by the populace^ is greatly admired. — I am 
sorry to part with my friends^ whom I cannot reason. 
aMy expect to meet often^ — or^ more reasonably yet^ 
whom I ought to look upon as here taking our final 
leave ; but^ happily^ our ignorance of our time is in this 
dor comfort^ — that let friends part at any period of 
their lives, hope will whisper^ * We shall meet again. 
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Happily^ he knew not that this was their last 
meeting. In his next letter he speaks of the memo- 
rable riots of Bristol — the most alarming of the 
sort since those recorded in his own London diary, 
of 1780 — and which he had evidently anticipated. 

** Bristol^ I suppose, never, in the roost turbulent 
times of old, witnessed such outrage. Queen's Square 
is but half standing ; half is a smoking ruin. As you 
may be apprehensive for my safety, it is right to let yon 
know that my friends and I are undisturbed,* except 
by our fears for the progress of this mob-government, 
which is already somewhat broken into parties, who 
wander stupidly about, or sleep wherever they fall 
wearied widi their work and their indulgence. The 
military are now in considerable force, and many men 
are sworn in as constables : many volunteers are met in 
Clifton churchyard, with white round one arm, to dis* 
tinguish them ; some with guns, and the rest with blud- 
geons. The Mayor's house has been destroyed, — the 
Bishop's palace plundered, but whether burned or not I 
do not know. This mornings a party of soldiers at- 
tacked the crowd in the Square ; some lives were lost, 
and the mob dispersed, whether to meet again is 
doubtful. It has been a dreadful time, but we may 
reasonably hope it is now over. People are frightened 
certainly — and no wonder, for it is evident these poor 
Wretches would plunder to the extent of their power* 
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Attempts were made to bum the cathedral, bat fidled. 
Many lives were lost. To attempt any other subject 
now would be fruitless. We can diink^ speak^ and write 
only of our fears^ hopes^ or troubles. I would have 
gone to Bristol to-day^ but Mrs. Hoare was unwilling 
that I should. She ^ought^ and perhaps rightly^ that 
clergymen were marked objects. I therefore only went 
about, half way^ and of course could learn but little. 
All now is quiet and well." 

Leaving his most valued friends in the beginning 
of November, my father came* to Pucklechurch, so 
improved in health and strength, that his description 
of himself would have been deemed the effect of mere 
ennui, except by those who know the variableness 
of age — the temporary strength, — the permanent 
weakness. He preached at both my churches the 
following Sunday, in a voice so firm and loud, and 
in a manner so impressive, that I was congratulated 
on the power he manifested at that advanced stage of 
life^ and was much comforted with the indications of 
a long protracted decline. I said, " Why, Sir, I will 
venture a good sum that you will be assisting me ten 
years hence." — "Ten weeks,'* was his answer — and 
that was almost literally the period when he ceased 
to assist any one. He left us after a fortnight, and 
returned to Trowbridge. On the 7th of January 
he wrote, — 

" I do not like drowsiness — mine is an old man's 
natural infirmity, and that same old man creeps upon 
me more and more. I cannot walk him away : he gets 
hold on the memory^ and my poor little accounts never 
come right Let me nevertheless be thankful : I have 
very little pain. 'Tis true> from a stiffiiess in my mouthy 
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I read prayers before we take our breakfast with some 
difficulty ; but that being over, I feel very little incom. 
moded for the rest of the day. We are all in health, 
for I will not call my lassitude and stupidity by the 
name of illness. Like Lear, I am a poor old man and 
foolish; but happily I have no daughter who vexes me." 

In the course of this month, I paid him a visit, and 
stayed with him three or four days ; and if I had been 
satisfied with the indications of his improved health 
when at Pucklechurch, I was most agreeably sur- 
prised to find him still stronger and in better spirits 
than I had witnessed for the last three years. He had 
become perceptibly stouter in that short interval : 
he took his meals with a keen appetite, and walked 
in a more upright position ; and there were no 
counter-tokens to excite our suspicions. It is true, 
he observed that he did not like the increase of 
flesh ; but this was said in that light cheerful manner, 
which imported no serious fears. On the 29th, I re- 
ceived a letter from my brother, stating that he had 
caught a sharp cold, accompanied with oppression 
in the chest and pain in the forehead, for which he 
had been bled. He added, that my father felt re- 
lieved, and that he would write again immediately ; 
but on the following morning, while I was expecting 
an account of his amendment, a chaise drove to the 
door, which my brother had sent me to save time. 
In fact, all hope of recovery was already over. 

I had once before seen him, as I have already 
described, under nearly similar circumstances, when, 
if he was not in extreme danger, he evidently thought 
he was. He had then said, *' unless some gpreat 
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change takes place, I cannot recover," and had or- 
dered my mother's grave to be kept open to receive 
him. I asked myself, will he bear the shock now 
as firmly as he did then ? I feared he would not ; 
because he must be aware that such a change as had 
then ensued was next to impossible under the 
present disorder at the age of seventy-seven ; and 
because, whenever he had parted with any of us for 
the last four or five years, he had been much afiected, 
evidently from the thought that it might be the last 
meeting. I greatly feared, therefore, that his spirits 
would be woefully depressed — that the love of 
life might remain in all its force, and that the 
dread of death might be strong and distressing. I 
now state with feelings of indescribable thankful- 
ness, that I had been foreboding a weight of evil 
that was not ; and that we had only to lament his 
bodily sufierings and our incalculable loss. 

During the days that preceded his departure, we 
had not one painful feeling arising from the state of 
his mind. That was more firm than I ever remem- 
bered under any circumstances. He knew there 
was no chance of his recovery, and yet he talked at 
intervals of his death, and of certain consequent 
arrangements, with a strong complacent vcnce ; and 
bade us all adieu without the least faltering of the 
tongue, or moisture of the eye. The awfulness of 
death, apprehended by his capacious mind, must have 
had a tendency to absorb other feelings; yet was he 
calm and unappalled ; — and intervals of oblivion, 
under the appearance of sleep, softened his sufierings 
and administered an opiate to his faculties. One of 
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Ub cliafacteristics, — exaberanoe of thoiiglit» seemed 
•ometimes, even when i^eased, as if it oppressed 
him ; and in this last illness, when he was awake, 
his mind worked with astonishing r^ditj. It was 
not delirium ; for on our recalling his attention to pre- 
sent objects, he would speak with perfect rationality ; 
but, when uninterrupted, the greater portion of his 
waking hours were passed in rapid soliloquies on a 
variety of subjects, the chain of which from his im- 
perfect utterance (when he did not exert himself) 
we were unable to follow. We seldom interrupted 
the course that nature was taking, or brought him 
to the effort of connected discourse, except to leain 
how we could assist or relieve him. But as in no 
instance (except in a final lapse of memory) did we 
discover the least irrationality — so there was no de- 
spondency; on the contrary, the cheerful expres- 
sions which he had been accustomed to use, were 
heard from time to time; nay, even that ele- 
vation of the inner side of the eyebrows, which 
occasionally accompanied some humorous observ- 
ation in the days of his health, occurred once 
or twice after every hope of life was over. But, if 
we were thankful for his firmness of mind, we had 
to lament the strength of his constitution. I was 
not aware how powerful it was till tried by this dis- 
ease. I said, ** It is your great strength which 
causes this suffering." He replied, << but it is a great 
price to pay for it." 

On one essential subject it would be wrong to be 
silent. I have stated, that the most important of all 
considerations had had an inereanng influence over 
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his mind. The growth had been ripening with hit 
age, and was especially perceptible in his later years. 
With regard to the ordinances of religion, he was 
always manifestly pained if, when absent from home 
on a Sunday, he had been induced to neglect either 
the morning or evening services: in his private devo- 
tions, as his household can testify, he was most exem- 
plary and earnest up to the period of this attack ; yet 
at that time, when fear often causes the first real 
prayer to be uttered, then did he, as it were, confine 
himself to the inward woi^ings of his pious and re- 
signed spirit, occasionally, however, betrayed by 
aspirations most applicable to his circumstances. 
Among the intelligible fragments that can never 
be forgotten, were frequent exdamations of, << My 
time is short ; it is wdl to be prepared for death." 
*^Lucy,'* — this was the affectionate servant that at- 
tended along with his sons, — ^ dear Lucy, be earnest 
in prayer I May you see your children's children.** 
From time to time he expressed great fear that we 
were all over-exerting ourselves in sitting up at night 
with him; but the last night he said, " Have patience 
with me — it will soon be over. — Stay with me, Lucy, 
till I am dead, and then let others take care of me.** 
This night was most distressing. The changes of 
posture sometimes necessary, gave him extreme pain, 
and he said, << This is shocking.'* Then again he 
became exhausted, or his mind wandered in a trou- 
bled sleep. Awaking a litde refreshed, he held out 
his hand to us, saying — as if he felt it might 4)e 
the last opportunity, <^ God bless yo«i — be good,- and 
come to me I** Ev^i then, though we were all over- 
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powered, and lost all self-command, he continued 
firm. His countenance now began to vary and alter. 
Once, however, we had the satisfaction of seeing it 
lighted up with an indescribable expression of joy, 
as he appeared to be looking at something before 
him, and uttered these words, '' That blessed book !" 

After another considerable interval of apparent 
insensibility, he awoke, and said, in a tone so melan- 
choly, that it rang in my ears for weeks after, << 1 
thought it had been all over," with such an empha- 
sis on the cUl ! Afterwards he said, '< I cannot see 
you now." When I said, " We shall soon follow ;'* 
he answered, '< Yes, yes I " I mentioned his exem- 
plary fortitude ; but he appeared unwilling to have 
any good ascribed to himself. 

When the incessant presents and enquiries of his 
friends in the town were mentioned, he said, '^ What 
a trouble I am to them all T' And in the course of 
the night, these most consolatory words were dis- 
tinctly heard, '< All is well at last I " Soon after, 
he said^ imperfectly, << You must make an enter- 
tainment ;** meaning for his kind Trowbridge friends 
after his departure. These were the last intelligible 
words I heard. Lucy, who could scarcely be per- 
suaded to leave him, day or night, and was close by 
him when he died, says that the last words he uttered 
were, " God bless you — God bless you 1" 

About one o'clock he became apparently torpid ; 
and I left him with my brother, requesting to be 
called instantiy, in case of the least returning sensi- 
bility, — but it never returned. As my brother was 
watching his countenance at seven o'clock in the 
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morning, a raiding in the throat was heard once^ and 
twice, but the third or fourth time all was over. 

The shutters of the shops in the town were half 
closed, as soon as his death was known. On the 
day of his funeral, ninety-two of the principal in- 
habitants, including all the dissenting ministers, 
assembling of their own accord in the school-room, 
followed him to the grave. The shops on this day 
were again closed ; the streets crowded ; the three 
galleries and the organ-loft were hung with black 
cloth, as well as the pulpit and chancel. The choir 
was in mourning — the other inhabitants of the town 
were in their seats and in mourning — the church 
was full — the effect appalling. The terrible so- 
lemnity seems yet recent while I write. The leader 
of the choir selected the following beautiful anthem : 

" When the ear heard him, then it blessed him ; 
And when the eye saw him, it gave witness of him. 
He delivered the poor that cried, the fatherless, and him 

that had none to help him : 
Kindness and meekness and comfort were in his tongue." 

The worthy master of the Free and Sunday school 
at Trowbridge, Mr. Nightingale, on the Sunday 
afler his funeral, delivered an impressive address to 
the numerous children under his care, on the death 
of their aged and affectionate minister. It was 
printed, and contains the following passage : ^* Poor 
Mr. Crabbe," said a little girl, the other day, very 
simply, *poor Mr, Crabhe will never go up in pulpit 
any more with his white head,* No I my children, 
that hoary head — found, as mav yours and mine be 
found I — in the ways of righteousness and peace, is 
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gone to rest ; but his memoiy is embalmed in the 
house of our God. Sacred is the honoured dust 
that sleeps beside yonder altar. Is there one of you 
who has not experienced his kindness ? — who has 
not seen his eyes beam with pleasure to hear you 
repeat < Thy kingdom come; Thy will be done?' — 
Religiously keep the Bibles he gave you ; and 
when you read these words of your Saviour — < I 
go to prepare a place for you — and when I come, 
I will receiyeyou to myself' — think of your affec- 
tionate minister, and that these were his dying 
words — *' Be good, and come to me.' " 

Soon after his funeral, some of the principal pa- 
rishioners met, in order to form a committee, to 
erect a monument over his grave in the chancel : 
and when his family begged to contribute to the 
generous undertaking, it was not permitted. <' They 
desired," it was observed by their respected chair- 
man^, '^ to testify their regard to him as a firiend and 
a minister." And, I trust, his children's children 
will be taught to honour those, who, by their deep 
sense of his worth, have given so strong a token of 
their own worthiness. 

The subscriptions to his monument being sufE- 
ciently large to sanction the commission of the work 
to the hands of Mr. Baillie, he finished it in July, 
and it was placed in the church, August, 1833. 
The eminent artist himself generously contributed 
the marble. 

* IV&. Waldron, his young friend and adviser, now like 
himself numbered with the departed. He died, universally 
beloved and lamented, AprO, 1833, a year and two months 
after my father. 
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A figure admirably represents the dying poet» 
casting his eyes on the sacred volume ; two celestial 
beings are looking on, as if awaiting his departure : 
below is the following short and beautiful inscription, 
judiciously expressed in his own native tongue : — 

SACKED TO THK MIMOftT 
OF 

THE REV. GEORGE GRABBE, LL.B., 

WHO DIED FEBftUART THE THIRD, 18S2, 

IN THE SEVENTY-EIGHTH TEAR OF HIS AGE, AND THE 

NINETEENTH OF HIS SERVICES AS RECTOR 

OF THIS PARISH. 

BORN IN HUMBLE LIFE, HE MADE HIMSELF WHAT HE WAS. 
BT THE FORCE OF HIS GENIUS, 
HE BROKE THROUGH THE OBSCURITY OF HIS BIRTH 
YET NEVER CEASED TO FEEL FOR THE 

LESS fortunate; 

ENTERING (aS HIS WORKS CAN TESTIFY) INTO 
THE SORROWS AND DEPRIVATIONS 
OF THE POOREST OF HIS PARISHIONERS; 
AND SO DISCHARGING THE DUTIES OF HIS STATION AS A 
MINISTER AND A MAGISTRATE, 
AS TO ACQUIRE THE RESPECT AND ESTEEM 
OF ALL HIS NEIGHBOURS. 
AS A WRITER, HE IS WELL DESCRIBED BT A GREAT 
CONTEMPORARY AS 
" nature's sternest PAINTER, YET HER BEST. 

It is the custom to close a biographical work with 
a summary of character. I must leave the reader of 
these pages to supply this for himself. I conclude 
with simply transcribing a few verses — ascribed to 
an eminent pen*, — which appeared in print shortly 
after my dear and venerated father's departure: — 

* John Duncan, Esq., of New College, Oxford* 

y 
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** Farewell, dear Crabbk ! thou meekest of mankind, 
With heart all feryour, and all strength of mind. 
With tenderest sympathy for others' woes, 
Fearless, all guile and malice to expose : 
Steadfast of purpose in pursuit of right. 
To drag forth dark hypocrby to light. 
To brand th* oppressor, and to shame the proud. 
To shield the righteous fit>m the slanderous crowd ; 
To error lenient and to fiailty mild, 
Repentance ever was thy welcome child : 
In every state, as husband, parent, friend. 
Scholar, or bard, thou couldst the Christian blend. 
Thy Terse from Nature's face each feature drew, 
Each lovely charm, each mole and wrinkle too. 
No dreamy incidents of wild romance, 
With whirling shadows, wilder'd minds entrance ; 
Bujt plain realities the mind engage, 
With pictured warnings through each polish'd page. 
Hogarth of Song ! be this thy perfect praise : — 
Truth prompted, and Truth purified thy lays ; 
The God of Truth has given thy verse and thee 
Truth's holy palm — His Immortality." 




END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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